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[COLLIER'S PREFACE.] 



[TaoHAS Nash, sou of William Nash, miuiister, and 
Margaret his wife, was baptized at Lowestoft, in Suf- 
folk, in November 1567.^ He was mlmitted a scholar 
at St John's College, Cambridge, on the Lady Mar- 
garet's foundation, in 1584, and proceeded B.A. in 
1585 :] the following is a copy of the Register :— 

"Tho. Nashe ColL Joh. Cantab. A. B. ib. 1585." 
The place, though not the time, of his birth * we have 
under his own authority, for in his " Lenten Stuff," 
printed in 1599, he infonns us that he was bom at 
Lowestoft ; and he leads us to conclude that his family 
was of some note, by adding tlmt his "father sprang 
from the Nashes of Herefordshire." ^ 



* [Cooper's " Athenaj Cantebrjg," ii. 806.] 

' [Naah seems to have boasted of his birth earlier than 
the date of bis '' Lenten Stuff," for 0. Harvey, in his ** Four 
Letters," &c., 1592, says: ''1 have enquired what 8i>eciall 
cause the pennyless gentleman bath to brag of his birth, 
which giveth the woeful poverty good leave, even with his 
Stentor's voice, and in his rattling terms, to revive the 
pitiful history of Lazarillo de Thormcs." 

' Not of Hertfordshire, a mistake originally made by 
Shiel in his *' Lives of the Poets/' thence copied into 
Berkenbout*8 " Biographia Literaria," and sulweiincutly 



4 COLLIERS PREFACK. 

It (loos not appear that Njish ever ])r(»cee<le(l Master 
of Arts at Cambridge, and most of his biogra]dicr3 
agree that he left his college about 1587. It is evident, 
however, that he had got into disgmce, and probably 
was expelled ; for the author of '* England to her three 
Daughters" in "Polimanteia,'* 1595, speaking of Har\'ey 
and Nash, and the pending quarrel between them, uses 
these terms : " Cambridge make thy two childi-en 
friends : thou hast been unkind to the one to wean him 
before his time, and too fond upon the other to keej) him 
80 long without preferment : the one is ancient and of 
much reading ; the other is young, but full of wit." ^ 
The cause of his disgrace is reported to have been the 
share he took in a piece called " Terminus et non Ter- 
minus," not now extant ; and it is not denied that his 
partner in this offence was expelled. Most likely, 
therefore, Nash suffered the same punishment. 

If Nash be the author of " An Almond for a Parrot," 
of which there is little doubt, althcmgh his name is not 
affixed to it, he travelled in Italy ;^ and we find from 

into the last edition of the " Biographia Dramatica." [It is 
copied also by the editor of a reprint of Nash and Marlowe's 
" Dido," 1826.] 

' Sig. Q 4. 

^ ^* For coming from Venice the last summer, and taking 
Bergamo in my way homeward to England, it was my hap, 
sojourning there some four or five days, to light in fellow- 
ship with that famous FrancaUip Harlequin, who, perceiv- 
ing me to be an Englishman by my habit and speech, asked 
me many particulars of the order and manner of our plays, 
which he termed by the name of representations. Amongst 
other talk he enquired of me if I knew any such Parabolano 
here in London as Signior Chiarlatano Kempino. * Very 
well,* quoth I, *and have been often in his company.' He 
hearing me say so began to embrace mo anew, and ofiered 
me all the courtesy he could for his sake, saying although 
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Another of his pieces that he liuJ been in Ireland. 
Perhapfl he went abroad aoon tkfter be nhandoiied Cam- 
bridge, and before he settleit in London and became an 
author. His Urat appearance in thla character sterna to 
have be«n in 1589, aiv\ we believe the earliest date of 
any tract attributed to liiui relating to Martin Mar- 
prelate is also 1589.' He was the lirat, as bos been fre- 
cjucutly remarked, to attai:k this enomy of the Church 
with the keen missiles of wit and aatiro, throwing aside 
the lumbering and UDserviueable weapons of scholastic 
controversy. Having set the example in this respect. 
he had many follower and imitators, and among them 
John Lily, the dramatic poet, the author of " I'ap witli 
a Hatcliet." 

In London Nosh became aequaiitted with KoV'rt 
Uruene, and their friendship drew him into n lon^ 
literary contcet with Gabriel Harvey, to wiiich Nasli 
owes mnch of his reputation. It arosi: out uf the 
pOMlhumous attack of Harvey upon Itobcrt Qreetie, of 
which sufficient mention has beeit made elsewhere. 
Noah t«]>liud on behalf of his dend companion, and 
reiterated the charge which had given tho origitiaJ 
olfence to Harvey, vi;t., that his brutlicr wns the son of 
n rojMjnioker.* Onu i)iBco was Immoroiisly iledicated 



he tne« liiiii not, jet for the report be lia<l lieard of liis 
picuancc, lie coittd nol but be ia tovc witli bis pcrfcclioiis 
Ining abticnt," 

Many of Nash's works furnish cvtdonca tliat he was well 
acqouDtcd with Itnlian |>octB and writers. Same allusionH 
and traustaUutis arc pointeil uat in the uolcs lo the present 
reprint of "Summer's Last Witt and Testament." 

' It li esllcd " A countur-ouff to Martin junior, " fte. 

* It may be doubled whciber Greenu and Nash did n'lt 
con In bole lo bring the occupalion of a roptmitker into 
diiervdit. Mantoa, in hi> " Pan(itul«r," printed in 1S06, 
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to Richanl Litchfield, a barber of C'tuiibridge, and 
Harvey answered it under the assumed character of 
the same barber, in a tract called " Tlie Trimming of 
Thomas Nash," * which also contained a woodcut of a 
mau in fetters. This representation referred to the im- 
prisonment of Nash for an offence he gave by writing a 
play (not now extant) called " The Isle of Dogs," and 
to this event Francis Meres alludes in his " Palladis 
Tamia," 1598, in these terms : " As Acta>on was 
worried of his own hounds, so is Tom Nash of liis *lsle 
of Dogs.' Dogs were the death of Euripides ; but be 

for Bomc reason or other, speaks of it in terms of great con- 
tempt. 

** Then must you sit there thrust and contemned, bare- 
headed to a grogram scribe, ready to start up at the door 
creaking, prest to get in, with your leave sir, to some surly 
groom, the third son of a ropeviaker." 

^ There is a MS. poem in the Brit Mus. (Bibl. Sloan. 

1489) entitled ** The Trimming of Tom Nash," written 

in metre-ballad verse, but it does not relate to our author, 

though written probably not very long after 1600, and 

though the title is evidently borrowed from the tract by 

Gabriel Harvey. Near the opening it contains some notices 

of romances and works of the time, which may be worth 

quoting — 

" And he as many authors read 
As ere Don Quixote had. 
And some of them could say by heart 
To make the hearers glad. 

The valiant deeds of Knight o' th' Sun 

And Rosicleer so tall ; 
And Palmerin of England ton 

And Amadis of Gaal. 

Bevis of Hampton he had read 

And Guy of Warwick stout ; 
Iluon of Bordeaux, though ^o long. 

Yet he had read him out. 

The Uundrcil Tales and Scoggin's Jests 

And Anhur of the Round Tabic. 
The twelve Wise men of Qotham too 

And Ballads innumerable. " 
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not diaconaulatc, gallant young Javetml ; Linus, Ibe son 
of Apollo, (IJeil the same dtMtth. Yet Goil forbid, that 
ao brave a wit aboulil so basely periitli ! — Tl<ine are but 
pnpeiT dogs ; neiUier ia thy baniBbment like Ovid's 
Utemalty to couv(:rEe with the biirbaroUB Otte*. There- 
fore comfort thyself, sweet Tom, with Cicero's glorioua 
return to Rome, and with the council j£noaa gives to 
his aea-beati-'n aokliers." Lib. 1. jEueid. 

"I'luck up thine bcarf, nnd drirc from Ihcnco both Ei'aruid 
care away : 
To think on this may pleasure be, perliapa. another day." 
—Darato, tllrmtt r^utKrvato wcunitu. (fol. 2SG.) 

Thia viOA in |)art veriliiHi in the next year, for when 
Naah publinliwl bin " Lenleu StulT," he refurreil with 
apiuuent satisfaction to hia past troubles tn conBe(|ui:iii;e 
of hiB " Isle of Doga." ' 

' 11 is nnneccssary to quote llie passage, aa Ibo wbolu 
tmvl is rcpriotnl both in the old and new editions of the 
" Karleian M iscullany. " In his "AllDond for ■ Parrot," 
Noah advi:rU lo the ticklishucia of the tlmui, anil to thu 
ueceasjly of liein; uitremely t'nardcd in whut liu might 
write. " If thou (Kemp) will not accept of it in regard o[ 
the ciivy of samv cilizenit that eanuol nwo)' with sTgumeotH. 
I'll prufer it (tho >>oak) to the eonl of Dii:k Tarllon, who I 
know will entertain it with thanks, imitating herein that 
merry man Babetiis. who dedicated most of his works to 
tho mul of the old tjui-en ot Navarre, many yeani after her 
death, for that she wua a maioUiner of mirth in her life. 
Uarry, God send us more of her making, and then some of 
Ul ibould not live so discontented an we do, for nowadays 
■ man oannol liaiu a boot with a iMlisdur. or write MitUis 
hiibel aara atiiiinai, in great Itouian tettera, liul be sliall 
be in danger of a further diBptcBsurB." 

Nish's "Isle of (>ogB"wa» douhllcqe a satire upon the 
age. which " touched tan near " soma persons in nuthority. 
In the last act of " Tht Iteliim from rarnawus " the Isle of 
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So niiicli has been said, especially by Mr D' Israeli in 
his " Quarrels of Authors," on the subject of this dis- 
pute between Nash and Harvey, that it is unnecessary 
to add anytliinj^, excepting' that it was carried to such 
a length, and the pamphlets contained so much scurri- 
lity, that it was ordered from authority in 1599 that 

V / ft. 

all the tracts on both sides should be seized and sup- 
pres8e<l.* 

As with Greene, so with Nash, an opinion on his 
moral conduct and general deportment has been too 
readily formed fn>m the assertions of his opponents ; 
and because Gabriel Har\^ey, to answer a particular 
purpose, states, " You may be in one prison to-day and 
in another to-morrow," it has been taken for granted, 
that " after his arrival in London, he was often confined 
in different jails." No doubt, he and his companionp 
Greene, Marlowe, and Peele, led very disorderly lives, 
and it is singular that all four died prematurely, the 
oldest of them probably not being forty years of age. 
It is cerUiin that Nash was not living at the time when 
the '* Return from Parnassus" was produced, which, 
though not printed until 1606, was written before the 
end of the reign of Elizabeth : his ashes are there 
spoken of as at rest, but the mention of him as dead, 
nearest to the probable date of that event, is to be found 



Dogs is frequently spoken of, and once as if it were a place 
of refuge. Ingenioso says: **To be brief, Academico^ writs 
are out for me to apprehend me for my pf<iySf and now I am 
bound for the Isle of Dogs,* ^ 

^ Sir J. Harington has an epigram upon the paper war 
between Harvey and Nash. 

TO DOOTOB HARVBY OF CAMBRIDOK. 

" The proverb says, who fights with dirty foes 
Mast needs be soll'd, admit they win or lose : 
Then think it doth a Doctor's credit dash 
To make himself antagonist to Nash."— S. II., Epipr. 36. 
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in [Fitigc^irn'y'B "ABimiiD," 1601, wliei-e lui epitaph 
upon biiu JB printed, Hia namu also occure iu) un ani>- 
itymouH pueni, uiidur Itiu title nr " Tlie Ant anil th« 
NiKlitingale, or Fallier HuUNtnl'it Talte," 1604, wlicro 
lilt following atanzH is met with — 

" Or if in billemeis thou rail like Nueb : 

PuTgive me, banesl euiil, that term thy plirase 
Kniling ,- for in thy works thou wart not twb, 
Nor ilidBt sflect in joath Ihy prirnte pniac. 
Tbou badgt a Btrife with that Tcrjremlni :' 
Tbou bun'dit tbem not till thoy imil injumd tbci:, " = 

The author of a MS. epitaph, in " Bibl. Sluaii," Tl. 
XXI. A. wae not so equeoiuiiih in lliv Imi^in^c lie 
I'OiVloyed— 

** Here 11m Tom Nub, tbat noUble rtiiUr, 
That in hii life ne'er paid nhovniakcr iiur lallor." 

The fullnn'ing from Thomas Froeninii's Epij;riiin', 
1614, IB not out ol its phia, — ■ 



" Niuh, hod l.ycamlica on earth living been 

The Ume Ihon wast, hie death had lieen ill oi 

Had be but mov'd tby tartest Muae to spleen 
Unto the fork be hud ne Burely gone ; 

For Kbf ' there lived not that man, I Ibink. 

Ua'il betl«r or more hitter gall in ink." 



' Trrgimini means the three Harrcyg. for Gabriel took 
up the cndf^U for himoelf and hii two brothera. 

* The death of Naah ie epokcn of in the addreas to a tract, 
which ia the more euriouB, as it forma a second part to 
" Pierce Pennileei." It has lieen aaaig'ncd to Decker, under 
the title ol "News from Hell;" [and itwaa reprinted under 
the title of " A Knigbl'a Conjuring." This iasue is included 
n the Per<7 Socict/sBeriea.] 
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It is impossible in the present day to attempt any- 
thing like a correct list of the productions of Nash, 
many of which were unquestionably printed without 
his name :^ the titles of and quotations from a great 
number may be found in the various bibliographical 
miscellanies, easily accessible. When he began to write 
cannot be ascertained, but it was most likely soon after 
his return from the Continent, and the dispute between 
John Penry and the Bishops seems then to have engaged 
his pen.^ There is one considerable pamphlet by him, 
called " Christ's Tears over Jerusalem," printed in 1693, 
which, like some of the tracts by Greene, is of a repent- 
ant and religious character ; and it has been said that, 
though published with his name, it was not in fact his 
production. There is no sufficient ground for this sup- 
position, and Nash never subsequently disowned the 
performance : the address " To the Reader" contains an 
apology to Gabriel Harvey for the attack upon him, 
in terms that seem to vo.uch for their own sincerity. 
" Nothing (says Nash) is there now so much in my 
vows as to be at peace with all men, and make submis- 
sive amende where I most displeased ; not basely fear- 
blasted, or constraintively overruled, but purely pacifi- 
catory : suppliant for reconciliation and pardon do I 
sue to the principallest of them 'gainst whom I pro- 
fessed utter enmity ; even of Master Doctor Harvey I 



» [See the list, however, in ** Ath. Cantab.," ii. 307-9, and 
in Hazlitt's " Handbook," in v.] 

' In 1689 Nash wrote the address prefixed to Robert 
Greene's " Menaphon," which contains notices of various 
preceding and contemporary poets, and which has been 
admired by all but Mr Malone, for the general purity of its 
style and the justness of its criticism. As Nash was born 
in November 1567, he was only in his twenty-second year 
when it was published. 
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lieortil}' iit«ire Uie like, whose fame n 
(tbroiigL Home prec«Jent injniioiis priiv 
fervent excitements of young heaiU) I riwhiy asaaiied : 
yet now better ail vised, and of hia porfcctiona more oon- 
lirmedly jierauoded, anfeignedlj I entreat of the whole 
wotld from mj pen his worth majr receive no impeach- 
ment. All acknowledgments of abniidunt schaloTBhip, 
courteous, well-govemed l«haviour, and ripe, expe- 
rienced jndjfnieDt do I attribnte t<i him." 

We have already spen with what malignity Harvey 
trnmjilfd wpon the corpse of Greene, and he received 
Uits A]iol(^ of Nosh in a corresponding spirit ; for 
inttcad of accepting it, in his " New Letter of Notable 
Contents," 1503, he rejects it with Bcom : " Riotouu 
vanity (he replies) was wont to rout so deeply that it 
could kanlly bo unrooted ; and wliere reckless impu- 
dencj taketh poMOSsion, it uaeth not very hastily to be 
dispossessetl. What siiy you to a spring of rankest vil' 
lainy in February, and a harvest of rijiest divinity in 
May 1 But what shonld we hereafter talk any more of 
pundoxea or impossibilities, when he that penned the 
moAt desperate and obominabic pamphlet of 'Strange 
News,' and disgorged his stomach of as poisonous ran- 
cour as ever was voiniti3<l in print, within few months 
is won, or iliamied. or enchanti^, (or what metanior 
phosie aliuuld I term it )) to astonish comat minds with 
spiritnal meditations," &c. Siicli a reception of well- 
intendoi\ and eloquently- written amends was enou^di to 
make Nasli repent even bis repentance, as far as Outiriei 
Ilarvey was concerned.' 

Of llie popniarity of Nash as a writer some notion 
may be formed from u fact he himself menlions in hh 

' Psrta of " Pierce Pennlleu, his Supiilication (o the 
Devil." are written hy Nosh in a similiir strain of bittfr 

irricf fnr pssl trrors, cupccially a poem inscrlcil near (he 
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" Have with you to Saffron Waldeu," that between 1592, 
when his " Pierce Penniless, his Supplication to the 
Devil" was first printed, and 1596 it " passed through 
the pikes of at least six impressions." How long 
his reputation as a satirist survived him may be 
judged from the fact that in 1640 Taylor the Water 
Poet published a tract, which had for its second title 
" Tom Nash, his Ghost (the old Martin queller), newly 
rouz*d :" and in Mercurius Anti-pragmatiais, from Oct. 
12 to Oct. 19, 1647, is the following passage : ** Perhaps 
you will be angry now, and when you steal forth dis- 
guised, in your next intelligence thunder forth threaten- 
ings against me, and be as satirical in your language lus 
ever was your predecessor Nash, who compiled a learned 
treatise in the praise of a red herring." 

Only two plays in which Nash had any concern have 
come down to us : his " Isle of Dogs," l)cfore noticed, 
was probably never printed, or at all events it is not 
now known to exist He wrote alone — 

(1.) A pleiisant Comedy called " Summer's Last Will 
and Testament.'' 16()0. 4°. 



commencement. [As to Nash's withdrawal of his apology, 
Bcc Hazlitt in r.] 

<' Vfhj is't damnation to desixair and die 
When life in my true happiness* dlaease ! 
My soul ! my soul ! thy saiety makes me fly 

The faulty means that might my pain appease. 
Divines and dying men mav talk of hell, 
But in my heart her several torments dwell. 

Ah, worthless wit, to train me to this woe ! 

Deccitftil arts that nourish discontent. 
Ill thrive the folly that bewitch'd me i»o, 

Vain thoughts, adieu, for now I will repent. 
And yet my wants persuade me to proceed, 
Since none takes pity of a scholar's need." 

The last two lines of the first stanza arc given to the 
Father in «' The Yorkshire Tragedy," attributed to Shake- 
speare. 
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III conjunction with Marlowe he produced 
(2.) "The Tragedy of Dido, Queen of Carthage." 
played by the children of her Majesty's chapel. 1594. 
4^ 

Phillips, in his " Theatrum Poetaruni," also assigned 
to Nash, " See me, and see me not," a comedy, which 
may be a different play, and not, as has been generally 
supposed, " Hans Beer Pot;*' because, the name of the 
author, Dawbridgecourt Belchier, being subscribed to 
the dedication, such a mistake could not easily be 
made. 
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Will Summer. 

Veb. 
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Winter. 
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Backwinteb 

Sol. 

solstitium. 

Vertumnuh. 

Orion. 

Bacchus. 

IIarvkut. 

Satires. 

Nymphs. 

Three Clowns. 

Three Maids. 

Hunter-s. 

Reapers. 

Morris Dancers. 

Boy to speak the Hpiloyut 
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^ 



nntil ISOQ ; bol internal erideoce proves tbat it 
ud pTobkbly perfonneil, a£ early u the uutumn of lCtl2. -^ 
Variou* dcduve nurlu of time nro poiuteil out in nolea in 
tbo coune of Ibo play, the principal of vhicb arc, the ^eat 
drought, the progress of Queen Elintbeth to Oxford, and 
the brsalciiig oat of the plagao. The piece vox preBenl«d nl 
Croydon, at the reaidence of some nobleman, who ia meu- 
tioDed in many plaoea. The theatrea in London Hcro eloMHl 
at Ihia date in coniequcnce of the mortality. (See Malone's 
Shatcpatxare, by Boanell, iii. 2DU, note). In the prolugau 
ire an told that the reprowntatiou was not on a ainnnoii 

' The anbeequenl account of Will Sommera, or Suainier, 
King Henry tho iUghtli'a wiebrated fool, m from the pen ol 
Itofaert Amun, an author and actor, wbu himaulf often 
played the clown'i part in tbo time of Sbakeapeara. It ia 
... ki. •• Hf^i of Xiunica, tinijiljf u/ theMKlvt$, uMohI cdm- 




IG summer's last will 

what with turmoil of getting my fool's apparei, 
and care of being perfect, I am sure 1 have not 
yet supp'd to -niglit. Will Summer's ghost I 
should be, come to present you with " Summer's 
Last Will and Testament." Be it so ; if my cousin 
Ned will lend me his chain and his fiddle. Other 
stately-pac'd Prologues use to attire themselv<^s 
within : I that have a toy in my head more than 
ordinary, and use to go without money, without 
garters, without girdle, without hat-band, without 



Uowe'er it was, as ancient people say, 

With much ado was won to it that day. 

I^an he was, hollow-eyed, a.s all report. 

And stoop he did too ; yet in all the court, 

Few men were more belov'd than was this Fool, 

Whose merry prote kept with the King much rule 

When he was sad, the King and he would rhime ; 

Thus Will exiled sadness many a time. 

I could describe him as I did the rest. 

But in my mind I do not think it best : 

My reason this— howe'er I do descry him. 

So many knew him, that I may belie him ; 

Therefore, to please all people, one by one, 

I hold it best to let that pains alone. 

Only thus much : he was a poor man's friend, 

And help'd the widow often in the end 

The King would ever grant what he did crave, 

For well he knew Will no exacting knave ; 

But wish'd the King to do good deeds great store. 

Which caus'd the court to love him more and more." 

Some few of the personal particalars, here omitted, Nash 
HuppUes in the course of this play. [In 1676 a pamphlet 
was printed, purporting falsely to be] " A pleasant Historj' 
of the Life and death of Will Summers ; how he came first 
to be known at court, and by what means he got to be King 
Henry the Eighth's * Jester. It was reprinted by Harding 
in 1794, with an engraving from an old portrait, supposed 
to be Will Summer ; but if it be authentic, it docs not at 
all support Armin's description of him, that he was " lean 
and hollow-eyed.'* Many of the jests are copied from tlie 
French and Italian ; and [almost all] of them have been 
assigned also to Scoggin and Tarlton. One or two of these 
are introduced into S. Rowley's ** When you see me you 
know me," a historical comedy, first printed in 1605, in 
which Will Summer plays a prominent part. 

» Hor. Lib. i. Epist. 16, 1, 62. 
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poiate to ttiy hose, withuut a kiiit'i; to my iliiiiter, 
and makti so much use of this word mthout iu 
everything, will hen; dress me without Dick 
Huntley ' cries, Begin, begin : and all ihe whole 
house, For shame, come away ; when I had my 
things hut now brought me out of the laundry. 
God forgive me, I did not aee my Lord before ! 
I'll set a good faci^ on it, as though what 1 had 
talk'd idly all tliis while were my part, tio it is, 
htmi viri, that one fool presents another ; and I, a 
fool by nature and by ut, do speak to you in the 
persou of the idiot of our play-maker. He, like a 
fop and au ass, must be making himself a pubhc 
laughingstock, and have no thank for his labour ; 
where other MaaUlerii, whose invention is far 
more exquisite, are content to sit etill and do 
nothing. Til show you what a scurvy Prologui; 
. he had made me, in an old vein of similitudes : if 
you l>e t^o<t fellows, give it the hearing, tliat you 
may judge of him thereafter. 

The Prologue. 

At a solenm feast of the Triumvir! in Rome, it. 
was soen and ol«erveil that the birds ceased to 
sing, and snt solitary on the housetops, by reason 
of the sight of a painted serpent set openly to , 
view. So fares it with us novices, that here be- 
tray our imperfecttouB : we, afraid to look on the ' 
imaginary serpent of envy, painted in men's affec- 
tions, have ceased to tune any music of mirth to 



ter who 

tuer, in vhe licence of his chancier, calU hy hit nunc. 
I'erliipa his "eousin Ned" wna iinolber of the acton. 
llarrj' Baker Is ipoken of in the riccne. vhere VerlumDiu U 
ile»patclic<i for (.'hrielEoaa and l>ut-k winter. 

Vol. VI[1. B 
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your ears this IwelvemDDth, thinking that, as it is 
the nature of the serpent to hiss, so childhood and 
ignorance would play the goeling, contemn ingand 
condemning what they understood not Their 
censures we weigh not, whose seuHcs are not yet 
unswaddled. The little minutes will be continually 
striking, though no man regard them : whelps 
will Iwk before they can see, and strive to bite 
before they have teeth, Potitianus speaketh of a 
beast who, while he lb cut on the table, drinketh 
and repreBents the motions and voices of a living 
creature. Such like foolish beasts are wo who, 
whilst we are cut, mocked, and flouted at, in every 
, man's common talk, will notwithstanding proceed to 
I shame ourselves to make sport. No man jileasetli 
all : we seek to please one, Didymus wrote four 
' thousand books, or (as some say) six thousand, on 
the art of grammar. Our author hopes it may be 
as lawful for him to write a thousand tines of as 
tight a subject. Socrates (whom the oracle pro- 
nounced the wisest man of Greece) sometimes 
danced ; Scipio and Lielius, by the sea-side, played 
at peeble-stone : Srmel iTimiiivirnvs omytn. Every 
man cannot with Archimedes miike a heaven of 
brass, or dig gold out of the iron mines of the taw. 
Such odd trifles as mathematicians' experiments 
be artificial flies to hang in the air by themselves, 
dancing baUs, an egg-shell that shall climb up to 
the top of a spear, iicry- breathing gores, f,oefa 
nosier professeth not to make, flurtal tibi qttiique 
Ikebit. Whafa a fool but bis bauble 1 Deep- 
reaching wits, here is no deep stream for you to 
angle in. liloralisers, you that wrest a never- 
meant meaning out of everj'thing, applying all 
things to the present time, keep your attention for 
the common stage ; for here are no quips in char- 
acters for you to read. Vain glosers, gather what 
you will ; spite, sjiell backward what tliou canst. 
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As tilt" Psithi«H8 fight dying away, so will we 
prate aud Ulk, but stand to itotliiug that wk say. 

How isay you, luy masloia I do you uot laugh at 
him for a coscomb 1 Why, he hath made a pro- 
logtie longer than hia play : nay, 'tis no pfay 
neither, but a ehow. I'll be swoni the jig of 
Rowland's godson ia a giant in comparison of it. 
What tan be made of Summer's last will and 
testament 1 Such another tiling as Gyllian of 
Brentford's ' will, where she bequeathed a score of 
farts amongst her frienda. Forsooth, because the 
plague reigns in most places in this latter end of 
' summer,' Summer must come in sick ; he must 
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' [The tnci here referred to in Kobert Copland's poem, 
e»llt!d "Jyl oi Breynlfard'B Tealameiil." See Hazlitc'i 
" Hanilkook," p. 1S2.] Julian of BrenLford, or. aa slio in hem 
called, Gj'llian of Brajaford, eeema lo have lieeu an aid 
woman wlio hud the rt'puUlion of poeeeteing aupernalural 

CiT. Ill UenBlowe's MSS,, a play b; Thomas Dovuton and 
del Ridleir. called " Friar Foi and Oilliao of Urenl- 
ford," a meiiuooed under date of February 1698-0, but it 
waa acted, a» appeara by the same authority, u early ai Sth 
Janaary 1592. She in nolieed in " Wastwnrd Hoe ! " 16(17. 
where Clare aayi : " O Master Llnitock, 'tin na walkini; 
will Berre my turn r hare me to bed, §!(iod, mrt-et MiBlresB 
Honcysucblc. i doubt tbiit M hag OiUian of Brain^funl 
has bewitclied me." i»g. Q 1 

Julian of Brentford'i will had been Bj)flkcn of before Iw 
Naib in hU epiitle <'to the QeDllemen .Students of both 
Uaivenitiea." prefixed to Greene's " Heuaphun." in IS89, 
*' But HO farre dtscrepaut is the idle rssge ol our uncipGrJ- 
cnccd and illitenled Punlea from this prescription, that a 
tale of Joanc a Bralnforda Will, and the viilueky frumvnty, 
will be aa soone cnlertAioed into their Libraries as the IfMt 
Poeme that euer Tiuso e(«rnisht." 

* Camden, in hie " Anoala of the Kelgn of Queen Elizit- 
belh," thus speakg of the raragea of the plague in 151IS-3. 
" FiiT this whole year the eickness raecd violently in Lon- 
don, Saturn passing through the extreme parla of Cancer 
and the head of Leo. as it did in the yeur lAua; in so much, 
that when the year came ^boul, there dii-d of tiie siokuccn 
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call liis officers to account, yield hia throne to 
Autumn, make Winter his executor, with tittle- 
tattle Tom-boy. God give you good night in 
Watling Street ; I care not what you say now, for 
I play uo more than you hear ; and some of that 
you heard too (by your leave) waa exttrnpore. He 
were as good have let me had the best part, lor 
I'll be revenged on falm to the uttermost, in this 
person of Will Summer, which I have put on to 
play the prologue, and mean not to put it off till 
the play be dona I'U sit as a chorus, and flout 
the actors anil him at the end of every scene. I 
know they will not interrupt me, for fear of mar- 
ring of all ; but look to your cues, my masters, for 
I intend to play the knave in cue. aud put you 
besides all your parts, if you take not the better 
heed. Actors, you rogues, come away ; clear your 
throats, blow your noaea, and wipe your mouths 
ere you enter, that you may take no occasion to 
spit or to cough, when you are non pliu. And 
this I bar, over and besides, that none of you 
stroke your beards to make action, play with your 
cod-piece points, or stand fumbliny on your buttons, 
when you know not how to bestow your fingers. 
Serve God, and act cleanly. A fit of mirth and 
an old song first, if you will. 

Elder SUMMER, Itaniii;/ on AUTDSIN's and WIN- 
TER'S tluiulderB, ami attrndil r-n tiiU/i a train 
nf Satyrs and Wood-nffmpfn, timjing.^ 

Fair Sti^iJner droop*, droop m#« and heaxU thertfore, 

So fair a lummer look /or tievi^ more: 

nnd otber ditemw in the citj* and suburliB, 17,S90 
IkMldu William Roe, Miyor, and three Aldermen 
Bartholomew Fair wii« nol kept, mid Micbuclmu ' 
held nC St Alhan's, Iwc-nly miies from Loadoi " 
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Igood thiiign vanisit lest than in it dug. 
Peace, plenty, plearure, mdiierU]/ dnay. 

60 not yet atvaf/, bri^hi loul of the itui yeiir. 
The eai'lh ii Itdl when ihoa ieav'tl t'l ap/xar. 

What ! i/mUI tliote fiaiaen that Jtelt'd thg garland ersi. 
Upon Ihff grant be vxute/itlly disprri'd I 
O tree*, consume yonr tap in toiroie'i iwircf, 
■Streattu turn Co teart your ti-ibatai-y eoHrsf. 

Go not yet hence, liriglU tout 0/ tJie sail year, 
TIte earlli it hell when thuu ieav'*t to apjtear, 

[The Satyrs and Woo-/-nympli» go out ting- 
ing, and leave SUMMER and Winter and 
Autumn on the stage. 

Will Bum. A couple of pretty (toys, if ihey 
would wash tlieir faces, and were well breech'd ' 
in an hour or two. The real of the green men 
have reasonable voices, goml to sing catches or 
the great Jowben by the fire's side in a winter's 
evening. Bui let us bear what Suintner can say 
for himself, why he shouM not be hlss'd at. 

Sum. What pleasure always lasts % no joy en- 
dures : 
Summer I am ; I am not what I was ; 
Harvest and age have whiteii'd my green head ; 
On Autumn now and Winter I must lean. 
Needs must he fall, whom none but foes uphold, 
Thus must the happiest man have his lila«^ day. 
Omniba* una marirt nox, <t eakitm/a »r.mel via lethi.^ 
Tliia month have I lain languishing a-bed. 
Looking each hour to yielil my life atui tlirone ; 

not mentioned in tlie uld 4° it the opening of the ictnc. 
He *ets the nrt uf > meaMn^^er, \ai. ■« sppcsra aflttntards, 
wiB proriiled with * ail^cr mtow. 



K-oriiled with 
ell -Bogged, 



22 summer's last will 

And (lie<l 1 luul indeed unto the earth. 
But that Eliza, England's beauteous Queen, 
On whom all seasons i)rosperously attend, 
Forbad the execution of my fate, 
Until her joyful progress was expir'd.^ 
For her doth Summer live, and linger here, 
And wisheth long to live to her content : 
But wishes are not had, when thev wish well : 
I must depart, my death-day is set down ; 
To these two must I leave mv wheaten crown. 
So unto unthrifts rich men leave their lands. 
Who in an hour consume long labour's gains. 
True is it that divinest Sidney sung, 
0^ he is marr\/, that is for otJiers made. 
Come near, my friends, for I am near my end. 
In presence of this honourable train, 
Who love me. for I patronise their sports. 
Mean I to make my final testament : 
But first I'll call my officers to 'count, 
And of the wealth I gave them to dispose, 
Know what is left I may know what to give 
Vertumnus, then, that tum'st the year about. 
Summon them one bv one to answer me. 
First, Ver, the Spring, unto whose custody 
I have committed more than to the rest ; 
The choice of all mv frasrant meads and flowers, 
And what rlelights soe'er nature affords. 



^ "The Queen in her summer progress passed through 
Oxford, and stayed there several days, where she was agree- 
ably entertained with elegant speeches, plays, and disputa- 
tions, and received a splendid treat from the Lord Buckhnrst, 
Chancellor of the University." — Camden's ** Annah of Eliza- 
beth.^' Her progress is again alluded to in that part of the 
play where Summer makes his will — 

" And Anally, O words, now cleanse your course, 
Unto Eliza, that moat sacred dame, 
Whom none but saints and angels ought to namo, 
All my fair days remaining I bequeath. 
To wait upon hvr. till she be rfturn'd," kc. 
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Ver. 1 will, my lord. Ver, lusty Ver, by the 
name of lusty Ver, come into the court ! lose a 
mark in issues. 



Enter Ver, wiUi his trains overlaid with suits of 
green moss, representing sJuyrt grass, singing. 

TJie Song, 

Spring, Uu sweet spring, is the years pleasant king, 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in ring, 
Coll doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing, 
Curkow,ja^,jtig, pu — we, to-wit, to-wJioo. 

The palm and may make country houses gay. 
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe cUl day, 
A nd hear we aye birds tune this merry lay, 
Cuckow, Jug, jug, pu — we, to-udt, to-whoo. 

The fields breatfie sweet, the daisies kiss our feet. 
Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit; 
In every street tliese tunes our ears do greet, 
Cuckow, jag, jug, pu — we, to-wit, to-whoo. 
Spring, tlie sweet spring. 

Will Sum. By ray troth, they have voices as 
clear as crystal : this is a pratty thing, if it be for 
nothing but to go a-begging with. 

Sum. Believe me, Ver, but thou art pleasant 
bent; 
This humour should import a harmless mind. 
Know'st thou the reason why I sent for thee 1 

Ver. No, faith, nor care not whether I do or 
no. 
If vou will dance a galli«ard, so it is : if not— 
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FalafUftudo, Falangiado, 

To wear the black and yellow, 

Falantado, FalanUi'io, 

J/y mates are gone, F II follow.^ 

Sum. Nav, stav awhile, we must confer and talk. 
Ver, call to mind I am thy sovereign lord. 
And what thou hast, of me thou hast and hold'st. 
Unto no other end I sent for thee, 
But to demand a reckoning at thy hands, 
How well or ill thou hast emploj-'d my wealth. 

Ver. If that be all. we will not disagree : 
A clean trencher and a napkin you shall have 
presently. 

Will Sum. The truth is, this fellow hath been 
a tapster in his days. 

Ver goes in, and fet<:heth out tlie hobby-horse - and 
the morris-ilajice, who dance abftut. 

Sum. How now 1 is tliis the reckoning we shall 
have ? 

Win. My lord, he doth abuse you ; brook it not. 

AUT. Summa totalvi, I fear, will prove him but 
a fool. 

Ver. About, about ! lively, put your horse to it, 
rein him harder ; jerk him with your wand : sit 
fast, sit fast, man ! fool, hold up your ladle there. 

Will Sum. O brave Hall ! ^ O, well-said, butcher. 

* The following passage in Gabriel Harvey's " New Letter 
of Notable Contents, 1598," speaking of Nash, confirms the 
conjecture that Falantado or Falanta was the burden of a 
song or ballad at the time : — " Let him be the Falanta down- 
diddle of rhyme, the hayhohaliday of prose, the welladay of 
new writers, and the cutthroat of his adversaries." 

' The hobby-horse was a basket-horse used in morris-dances 
and May games. See note 37 to Greene's " Tu Quoquc. " 

' [Hall, the talwrer, mentioned in *' Old Mei; of Hereford- 
shire," 1600. See the reprint in "Miscellanea Antiqua 
Anglicana," 1816.] 
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Now for the credit of Worceste rehire. The fiiieel 
set of morris-dancers that is between this and 
'Streatham. Many, melhinks there is one oT thoni 
danceth like a clothier's horse, with a woolpack 
on his back. You, friend with the hobby-horse, 
go not too fast, for fear of wearing out my lord's 
tile-stones with your hobnails. 

Ver. Ho, so, 30 ; trot the ring twice over, and 
away. May it please my lord, this is the grand 
cajiital sum ; but there are certain parcels behind, 
as you shall see. 

Sltl Nay, nay, no more; for this is all too 
much. 

Ver. Content yourself; well have variety. 

//av fitter thne CutWNS aiui t/irnc Maids, sitii/iii;! 
Uiit tong, ilaneitiff .• — 

3'rip and go, heave and kor. 
Up and down, to ami /ro; 
From t/ir lotffTt to l/ie grovt. 
Two and two let us row. 
A maying, a plaffintf .- 
Lour halh no gaitnatfing ; 
So TTierriiy ti-ip and go. 

Will Sum. Beshrew my heart, of a number of 
ill legs I never saw worse dancers, llow blesa'd 
are you, that the wenches of the parish do not see 
you ! 

Sum. Presumptuous Ver, uncivil-nurtur'd boy 1 
Think'st I will be derided thus of thee t 
Is this th' account and reckoning that thou mak'st t 

Ver. Troth, ray lord, to tell you plain, I can 
give you no other account ; nom qiue liahui pfr- 
liidi : what I had, I spent on good fellows ; in these 
sports you have seen, which are proper bii the 
spring, and filhcrs nf lik'' sort (ns gi\-ing wem-lies 
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green gowns,' makitig garlunds fi.>r fencera, niid 
tricking up children gay), have I bestowed all my 
flowery treasure and flower of iny youth. 

Will Sum. A small matter. I know one spent 
in lees than a year eight and flfty iKunide in mas- 
tanl, and another that ran in debt, in the space 
oF four or five year, above fourteen thousand pound 
in lute-atringa and grey-paper.* 

Sum. monstrous unthrift ! who e'er heard the 
like! 
Thn sea's vast throat, in so short tract of time, 
Devaureth nor conaumeth half so much. 
How well niight'st thou have liv'd within thy 
hounds. 

Ver. What, talk you to me of living within my 
bounds 1 I tell ycm none but asaes live within 
their hounds : the silly beasts, if they be put in a 
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' [A ral^&r colloqaislieo) for Ujing a girl on the gnes.] 
* He run in debt to this ftmonnl to uaaren. who adrtncod 
him inonay bv giring bim lult-ifrinsi and ffreg paptr, which 
he was obliged to Bolt Lt an cnarmaut loee. There ta a very 
apposite pauut;e in Nash's " Obridt'a Tearg over Jeruaalem," 
1B03, where he is refcrrinir to the resort of spendthrifts 
and prodiguli to naiirera for anpplieg : In the Eret inBtance, 
Ihev obtain what the; desire, " but at (ho second time of 
Ihair Kominic, it is doubtful to aaj whether they shall have 
TDone; or no : tho world grows bard, and we are all mortal ^ 
let them make bim iny assurance liefore a judge, and they 
shill have some hundred pounds {per eoaugaenet) in lilks 
and velvets. The thinl time if they come, they have l«ter 
commodities: the fourth time iuie-i/Wn^* and grry paper; 
and then, t pray jmrdon me. I am not for you : pay me that 
yoD owe me. and you shall hare anything." 

So also in Greene*e and Lodge's " Lookini; Glass for Lon- 
don and Enjclsnd," 1394, a p:cntleman thug addrecses a 
uiQror.in hope* of inducin;; him to relent: "I pray you. sir, 
vonsider that my losa wss great by the commodity 1 look 
up ; you know, sir, I borrowed of you forty pounds, wheroof 
1 had ten pounds in money, and thirty pouiiila in lute-ilriitiii. 
which when I ome to icil again, 1 conid ^l but five pounds 
tor them." 
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]>iistiire. tliat is e&Um biire lo the very earth, and 
wliere there ia nothing to be had but thistles, wiJ] 
rather fall soberly to th<ige thistles and be huDger- 
starv'd, than they will offer to break their bounds ; 
whercAB the luaty courser, if he be in a barren plot, 
and spy letter grass in Home pasture near adjoin- 
ing, breaks over hedge and ditch, and to go, ere he 
will be pent in, and not have hia bellyfuL Per- 
adventure, the horses lately sworn to be stolen,' 
carried that youthful mind, who, if they had hoen 
isses, would have been yet extant. 

Will Sum. Thus, we may see. the longer we 
live the more we shall learn : 1 ne'er thoiiglil 
honesty an ass till this day. 

Ver. This world is transitorj' ; it was made of 
nothing, and it must to nothing : wherefore, if we 
will do the will of our high Creatwr, whose will it 

' is that it pass to nothing, we must help to consume 
it to nothing. Gold is more vile thsA men : men 
die in thousands and ten Uiuusands, yea, many 
times in hundred thousands, in one battle. If then 
the best husband has been so liberal of his best 
handiwork, to what cud should we make much of 
a glittering excrement, or doubt to spend at a 
banquet as many pounds as he spends men at a 
battle t Methinks I honour Gela, the Roman 
emperor, for a brave-minded fellow ; for he com- 
manded a banquet to be made him of all meats 
nuder the sun, which were served in after the order 
of the alphabet, and the clerk of the kitchen, follow- 
ing the last dish, which was two miles off from t)ie 
foremoet, brought him an index of their several 
names. Neither did he pingle, when it was set on 

' the board, but for the ai>ace of three days nad 

I three nights never rose Irom the table. 



> [Some 
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Will Sum. O iotolenible lying villain, tliat was 
neverbegottenwilbciut the uoneent of a whetstone !' 

Sum. Ungracious man, how fondly he argueth ! 

Veb. Tell me, I pray, wherefore was gulil biid 
under our feet in the veins of the earth, but that 
we should contemn it, and tread upon it, aud so 
consequently tread thrift under our feet ? It was 
not known till the iron age, danec facinut invaiit 
morlalrt, as the poet says ; and the Scythians 
always detested it. I will prove it tliat an un- 
thrift, of any, comes nearest a happy man, in so 
much as he comes nearest to beggaiy. Cicero 
saith, tnmmvm bc»um consists in omnium rerum 
meatione^ that is, the chiefest felicity that may be 
to rest from all labours. Now who doth so much 
vacart & rtbiu. who rests so much, who hath so 
little to do as the beggar 1 who can sing so merry 
a note, as he thai cannot change a groat 1 ' 6'ui 
nil ett, nil lieeiit .- he that hath nothing wants no- 
thing. On the other aide, it is said of the carl, 
Omnia ha'iea, nee guioquam habto : I have all things, 
yet want everything. Multi wiiAi vitio vcrtunt 
quia fffeo, suith Marcus Cato in Aulus Gellius ; at 
tffo iltit ^ia neqfiewtl egere : many upbraid me, 
saith he, because 1 am jKior ; but I upbraid them, 
because they cannot live if they he jioor.' It is a 



I (Sco Collier's '■ Bibliogr. Catol.," ii. 612. Eitr. from 
Stal. Hce.,i. IS4, ■■!.<■ waiHl«at ill hia" Book of Roiburgho 
BalU(J»." 1817, p li>3.] 

' [The title of ni. old bnlUJ. Corop." CoIMms •' Eitr. 
[roiu Sutionera' KqriBlera," i. 7, ID, nnd Kitnbaiilt'ii " Book 
uf Songs »nil Bull win,- p 83.] 

> Tlie Korda nl Aaliis Odiiua are these ^ ■' Kcque miln," 
inquit, "mdifiostio, neque Msum, neque vestinienium ullum 
est manuprecioanlii, nequo preciowu scrrus, neque ancilla 
est : si quid est," inquit, "quod ntar, utt>r : si non Est, egeu. 
suum (^uiqne per ma uti stque frui liueL" Turn deinile 
•dtlit: "Vitio vertant, quU mulla igeo ; at ego illis qitia 
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common proverb, Oivrique mi4erque, a, rich mail anil 
a miserable : nam iialvra paueii contetiia, none bu 
contented as the poor man. Admit that tbe 
chiefest happineea were not rest or ease, but know- 
ledge, as Uerillus, Alcidaniua, and many of Socrates' 
followers affirm ; why panpertai omnes perdocet artei, 

E overly iustruuts a man in all arts ; It makes a man 
ardy and venturous, and therefore is it called of 
the poets pa>i/)erUi» atidar, valiant poverty. It is 
not 80 much subject to inordinate desires aa wealth 
or prosperity. iVon habet, undt guum pavpertai 
patcat ataoreiii .~ ' poverty hatli not wherewithal to 
feed lust. All tbe poets were beggars ; all alche- 
mists and all jihilosophers are beggars. Omnia mta 
meaim porlo, quutlt Bias, when he had nothing but 
bread and cheese in a leathern b^, and two or 
three books in his bosom. Saint Francis, a holy 
saint, and never had any money. It is madness to 
doat upon muck. That young man of Athens, 
.i£ljanus makes mention of, may be an example to 
us, who doat«d so extremely on the image of For- 
tune, that when he might not enjoy it, he died for 
sorrow. The earth yields all her fruits together, 
and why should we not spend them together } I 
thank heavens on my knees, that have made me 
an unthrift,' 

Sum. O vanity itself: O wit ilUpent ! 

■ Orid " Ham. Am." I, 7i». 

' Nub leant, from vuriuui puu of bis works, to have 

en well read in Khat trt etlM, chough not rcr.v proper); 

I In Eiictith, th« burktquo poets of Italy. 'Ihls praiKi oE 

paveitjr in ibc reply of Ver to the accusaiion of Summer Is 

one proof of bis aiquain lance with ihem. See " CapiColo 

, sopra I'epllelo della poTi^rta, )t MesMr Carlo Capponi," by 

SlalWo fmiCFsi in llie Rime Piici'vali del Bemi, Coj-clta, 

Fnucnu, Ae , vol, ii. p, 48. Eriil. Vieuozu, ino9— 
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So stmly iIiouhiiikU nut to moini their livea. 
But to maintain llie sin they most atToct, 
To be hell's advocates 'gainst their own souls. 
Ver, since thou giv'st such praise to Iwggary, 
And hast defended it so vnfiantly, 
This be thy penance : thou shall ne'er apiwar 
Or come abroad, but Lent shall wait on thee : 
His scarcity may countervail thy waste. 
Riot may flourish, but finds want at last. 
Take him away that knowcth no good way, 
And lead him the next way to woe and want. 
; [fJxU Vkr. 

I Thus in the paths of knowledge many stray, 
And from the means of life fetch their decay. 
' Will Sum. Heigho. Here is a coil indeed to 
bring beggai's to stocks. I promise you truly I 
was almost asleep ; I thought I had been at a ser- 
mon. Well, for this one night's exhortation, 1 vow, 
by God's grace, never to be good husband while I 
live. But what is this to the purpose i " Hur 
come to Fowl," as the Welshman says, " and hur 
pay an lialfpeuny for hur seat, and hur hear the 
preacher talg, and hur talg very well, by gis ; ' but 
yet a cannot make her laugh : go to a theatre and 
hear a Queen's Fice, and he make hur laugh, and 
I laugh hur belly full. " So we come lUther to laugh 
I and be merry, and we hear a filthy, beggarly oration 
' in the praise of beggary. It is a beggarly poet that 
writ it ; and that makes Iiim so much commend it, 
because he knows not how to mend lumself. Well, 
rather than he shall have no employment but lick 
dishes, I will set him a work myself, to write in 
praise of the art of stooping, and how there never 
was any famous thresher, porter, brewer, pioneer, 
or carpenter that had straight back. Repair to 
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my cliKmber, jwur fellow, when the play is done, 
and thou shall see what 1 will say to thee. 

Sum. Vertumnus, call Solstitium. 

Ver. SoUtilium. come into the court: without, 
peace there below! make room for Master 
Bolstitium. 

EnttT SoiSTlTIUU, Wf 3« agrd hermil, carrying n 
pair of /xilajuxB, with «» hmir-g/au in tillitr of 
them — one /iimr-glaai while, the other btaeh ; he 
M brought in l/yn number of ShrjJitnli, playivij 
upon reroV'ler».^ 

Sol. All hail to Summer, mj- dread sovereign 
lord. 

Sum. Welcome, Solatitinm: thou art one of them. 
To whose good huBbandry we liave referr'd 
Fart of those small revenues that we have. 
What haet thou gain'd ua 1 wliat bast thou brought 
int 

Sol. Alas, my lord ! what gave you me to keeji 
But a few day's-eyes* in my prime of youth I 
And those 1 have converted to white hairs ; 
I never lov'd ambitiously to climb. 
Or thrust my hand too far into the fire. 

> Sir J. Hawkiiia, in his " tliat. Music," iv. i19, contenils 
tliat tbe rrnWcr na« the nme insirninent aa iLiil we row 
lenn ijhigtoltt. Home liave maintained that it ia tbejfulr. 
[S«« Dyce'g " Qlotaai? " lo hie gicond edit, of Sbakcapearv. 

"".lucer [if al leaat he had anythintr Id do with the 
I tniialatea day't-tgr, or iloiif/. inlo mnrgartlt In 
I. in the followitig ^tunui from hii " Flaw er and tlie 
LmC— 

'■ Wbento tii^ Fpdfatd ei^Fticboc 
Wltk *ral nrmim and Uat rail hambt^. 



^It 



■ y2 .summkr's last will 

To l>e iu lieaven, sure, is a bless'il lliiiig ; 
But Atlas-like to prop heaven on one's back, 
Cannot but be more labour than delight. 
Such is the state of men in honour plac'd ; 
They are gold vessels made for servile uses ; 
High trees that keep the weather from low houses, 
But cannot shield tlie tempest from themselves. 
I love to dwell betwixt the hills and dales ; 
Neither to be so great to be envied, 
Nor yet so poor the world should pity me. 
Inter ulrumqnt Uiie, meilin liilimi'mut ibis.^ 

Sum. What dost thou with those balances thou 

bear's! t 
Sol. In them I weigh the day and night alike : 
This white glass is the hour-glass of tlie day, 
This black <me the just measure of the night. 
One more than other holdeth not a grain ; 
Both serve time's just |>roportion to maintain. 
Sum. I Uke thy moderation wondrous well ; 
And this thy balance-weighing, the white glass 
And black, with equal poise and steadfast hand, 
A pattern is to princes and great men, 

, Row to weigh all estates indiFTerently ; 

'The spiritualty and temporalty alike : 

.Neither to be too prodigal of smilus, 

(Nor too severe in frowning without cause. 
' If you be wise, you moiiarchs of the earth, 
Have two such glasses still Iwfore your eyes ; 
Think as you have a wliJtc glass running on. 
Good days, friends, favour, and all thin^ at heck, 
So this white glass run out (as out it will) 
The black comes next ; your downfall is at hand. 

' Nuh soemg ofMn to b^vo iiuotcd from mtjEaor]-, and 
here he hag either ooupletl parts of two Uncs, bo as to make 
une, or he hu Invented a begtriTiing to tUe ending of Uvid'a 
"UeUm.." ii. 137. [Tlie author seeoia morulv to Iihtc 
iulroduccd aurapi at l^tin, without mueb regard to llieir 
jutUpositiun.] 
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Take titis iif iir-, for somewhat I liave ti-ieil ; 
A mighty etib follows a mighty tiil«. 
But say, Solstitium, hodat thou nought beaidus I 
Nought but day'a-eyes anil fair looks gave 1 thee 1 

Sol. Nothing, my lord, nor aught more did I 
ask. 

Sum. But hadst thou always kept thee in my 
sight. 
Thy good deserts, though silent, would have n^k'd, 

Sol. Deserts, my lord, of ancient seriitore 
Are like old sores, which may not be rtppVl up. 
Such use these times have got, that none nmiit Wg, 
But those that have young limbs to lavish fast. 

Sum. I grieve no more regard was had of thf.e : 
A little sooner hadst thou spoke to me, 
Thou hadst been heard, but now the time is ])hi.I : 
Death waiteth at the door for thee and me. 
Let us go measure out our beds lu clay ; 
"Nought but good deeds hence shall we bear awiiy. 
Be, as thou wert, best 8t«ward of my hours, 
And so return into thy country bow'i's. 

[//ere SoLSTITItJM ffoet mil wUh hit mvni.; 
as he eOTiiee in. 

Will Sum. Fie, fie, of honesty, fie I Solstitium 
is an ass, perdy, this play is a gallimaufry. Fetch 
me some drink, somebody. What cheer, what 
cheer, my hearts ) Are not you thirsty with . 
listening to this dry sport 1 What have we to do 
with scales and hour-glasses, except we were 
bakers or clock-keepers 1 I cannot tell how other 
men are addicted, but it is against my profession 
to use any scales but such as we play at with a 
bowl, or keep any hours but dinner or supper. It 
is a pedantical thing to respect times and seasons : 
if a man be drinking with good fellows late, ho 
must come home for fear the gat^s be shut : when 
1 am in my warm l>ed, I must rise to prayers, 
Ittcause the bell rings, I likt no sueh frmliah 

VOL. Vlll. " C 
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customs. Actors, bring now a black jack and a 
rundlet of Rhenish wine, disputing of the antiquity 
of red noses : let the Prodigal Child * come in in 
his doublet and hose all greasy, his shirt hanging 
forth, and ne'er a penny in his purse, and talk 
what a fine thing it is to walk summerly, or sit 
whistling under a hedge, and keep hogs. Go for- 
ward, in grace and virtue to proceed, but let us 
have no more of these grave matters. 

Sum. Vertumnus, will Sol come before us ? 

Ver. Sol, Sol ; ut, r«, mi, /a, soi /- 
Come to church, while the bell toll. 

Enter SOLSTITIUM wry richly attiredy with a noise of 

muncians hcfure him. 

Sum. Ay, marry, here comes majesty in pomp, 
Resplendent Sol, chief planet of the heavens ! 
He is our servant, looks he ne'er so big. 

Sol. My liege, what crav'st thou at thy vassal's 
hands ? 

Sum. Hypocrisy, how it can change his shape ! 
How base is pride from his own <lunghill put ! 
How I have rais'd thee, Sol.. I list not tell, 
Out of the ocean of adversity, 
To sit in height of honour's glorious heaven. 
To be the eyesore of aspiring eyes : 
To give the day her life from thy bright looks. 
And let nought thrive upon the face of earth. 
From which thou shalt Mrithdraw thy powerful 

smiles. 
What hast thou done, deserving such high grace 1 

1 [A common sobjeci at Bhow8.] 

* \k jcu-dt-mots on the scale in music and the Latin word 

* [Some play on words ia here probablj meant. Eyesore 
quasi eye-soar i\ 
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Wbftt industry or ineritoriuus toil 

CaoBt thou produce to prove my gift WL-ll-idiwed ( 

Some service or some profit I expect : 

None is promoted but for some resjiett. 

Sol. My lord, what need these terms betwixl 
us two 1 
Upbraiding ill-beseems your bounteous iitiiut ; 
I do you honour for advancing me. 
Why, 'tis a credit for your excellence 
To have so great a subject as I am : 
This is your glory and magnificence. 
That, without stooping of your miglitiness, 
Or taking any whit from your high state, 
You can make one as mighty as yourself. 

AUT. arrogance exceeding aJl belief! 
Summer, my lord, this saucy upstart Jock, 
That now doth rule the chariot of the sun, 
And makes all stars derive their light from him, 
Is a most base, insinuating slave. 
The sum ' of iiarsimony and disdain : 
One that will shine on friends and foes alike, . 
That under brightest smiles hideth hUck show'rs : 
Whose envious breath dothdryup springs and lakei<. 
And hums the grass, that beasts can get no food. 

Win. No duughill hath so vile an excrement. 
But with his beams he will thenceforth exhale. 
The feus and quaj^ires tithe lo Mm their filth : 
Forth purest mines ho sucks a gainful dross. 
Green ivy-bushes at the vintnePs doors 
He withers, and devoureth all their sap. 

AUT. Lascivious and intemperate he is : 
The wrong of Daphne is a well-known tale. 
Each evening he descends to Thetis' lap, 
The while men think he bathes him in the sea. 
0, but when he returncth whence he c 
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Down to the west, then dawns his deity, 
Then doubled is the swelling of his looks. 
He overloads his car with orient gems, 
And reins his fiery horses with rich pearL 
He terms himsfclf the god of poetry, 
And setteth wanton songs unto the lute. 

Win. Let him not talk, for he hath words at will, 
And wit to make the baldest ^ matter good- 

Sum. Bad words, bad wit ! O, where dwells 
faith or truth 1 
111 usury my favours reap from thee, 
Usurping Sol, the hate of heaven and earth. 

Sol. If envy unconfuted may accuse. 
Then innocence must uncondemned die. 
The name of martyrdom offence hath gain'd 
When fury stopp'd a froward judge's ears. 
Much m not say (much speech much folly shows) : 
What I have done you gave me leave to do. 
The excrements you bred whereon I feed ; 
To rid the earth of their contagious fumes, 
With such gross carriage did I load my beam 
I burnt no grass, I dried no springs and lakes ; 
I suck'd no mines, I withered no green boughs. 
But when to ripen harvest I was forc'd 
To make my rays more fervent than I wont. 
For Daphne's wrongs and 'scapes in Thetis' lap, 
All gods are subject to the like mishap. 
Stars daily fiiU ('tis use is all in all). 
And men account the fall but nature's course. 
Vaunting my jewels hasting to the west, 
Or rising early from the grey-ey'd morn. 
What do I vaunt but your large bountyhood, 
And show how liberal a lord I serve ? 
Music and poetry, my two last crimes, 
Are those two exercises of delight, 
Wherewith long labours I do weary out. 

^ [Old copy, baildest.] 
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The dying ewati is not forbid to sing : 
The waves of Uebnis ' jilay'd on Orpheus' atringh, 
When he (sweet music's trophy) was destroy'd. 
And as for poetry, words' * eloquence 
(Dead Phaeton's three sisters' funeral tears 
That by the gods were to Electrum tiim'd), 
Not flint or rock, of icy cinders flani'd. 
Deny the force ^ of silver-falling streams. 
Envy enjoyeth poetry's unrest :* 
In vain I plead ; weU is to me a fault. 
And these my words seem the sleight^ web of nit, 
And not to have the taste of sounder truth. 
Let none but fools be car'd for of the wise : 
Knowleilge' own children knowledge most despise. 
Sum. 'Ihou kiiow'at too much to know to keep 
the mean : 
He that sees all things oft sei'S not himself. 
The Thames is witness of thy tyranny, 
Whose waves thou dost exhaust for winter show'i-s. 
The naked channel 'plains her of thy spite. 
That laid'st her entnuls unto open sight." 



II in no iloobl a niiBjjrint fur itordt' rl<i</ntnct, or lbs ulu- 
qqenoe of wordi. 

* [Old copy, KHiTd. TUe emcndmion wua Buga™'*''' ''V 
Collier] 

'[Pormor edita. — 

■' KDTT SUtlvUl not DUKhFB UDTEII.' 

And «o tbs 4-.] 

» [Old copj, ■fiu/At] 

■ Od this Buly«cl Camden Iclla ub : " Tlierc vat liutli Ihb 
■ammcr (1S92) and Ihc Iwt m grenl > drouglil all England 
over, Ibat the field) were liurnt, and the fouulains dried up, 
and a great many bonala periidi'd eFeryivliere for want of 
water. Tlie Tbamce likewise, Iha nobleat rirer of all Bri- 
tain, and whlcb bna aa full and tarjra a tide aa any in 
KuTOi>e (for it Qows twiuu a day obore tixly miles from tbo 
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Unprofitably bonie to mAn and beast. 
Which like to Xilus yet doth hide his head. 
Some few rears since ^ thoii lett'st o'erflow these 

walks, 
And in the horse-race headlong ran at race. 
While in a cloud thou hidd'st thy burning face. 
Where was thy care to rid contagious fildi, 
\Mien some men wet-shod (with his waters) 

droop'dl- 
Others that ate the eels his heat cast up 
Sickened and died by them impoisoned. 
Sleptest, or kept'st thou then Admetus' sheep. 
Thou drov'st not back these flowings of the deep f 
Sol. The winds, not I, have flo^xis and tides in 

chase. 
Diana, whom our fables call the moon. 
Only commandeth o'er the raging main : 
She leasts his wallowing offspring up and down, 
She waning, all streams ebb : in the year 
She was eclips'd, when that the Thames was bare. 
Sum. a bare conjecture, builde<i on perhaps." 
In laying thus the blame upon the moon. 
Thou imitat'st subtle Pythagoras 
Who, what he would the people should believe. 
The same he wrote with blood upon a glass. 
And tuni'd it opjx>site 'gainst the new moon. 
Whose beams, reflecting on it with full force, 



many other streamB and rivers irith it\ was. however, sank 
to that degree (to the wonder of all mem on the Mh Sep- 
tember, that a man might ride over it near London Bridee, 
80 shallow was the channel.'* 

' [There seems to be no account of this flood, unless it 
was that which occurred in the autumn of 1579. ^^ Stow*s 
'•Annals," edit. 1615. fol. 686, and Collier's «* Extr. from 
Stat Beg.,*' ii H*5. There was also a great partial flood in 
1571 ; but it is not mentioned as having affected the 
Thames.] 

i.r.. Persons who had drunk the Thames water fell ill.] 
[Guenses.] 
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Show'd all those lines to itieiii that bUhhI behlml, 
Most plainly writ in circle of the moon : 
And then he said : not 1, but the neH' moon, 
Fair Oynthift, persuades you this and that. 
With like collusion uhalt thou now blind mi! ; 
But for abusing both the moon and me 
Long ehalt thou be eclipsed by the moon, 
And long in darkness live and see no lights 
Away with him, hie doom liath no reverse I 

Sou WTiat IB echps'd will one day shine again : 
Though winter frowns, the spring will ease mj- 

pain. 
Time from the brow doth wipe out every stain. 

[£*jri( Sol. 

Will Sum. 1 think the sun is not ao long in 
passing through the twelve signs, as the son of a 
fool hath been disputing here about hai/ J wiil.' 
Out of doubt, the poet is bribed of some that have 
a mess of cream to eat, before my lord go to bed 
yet, to hold him hall' the night with raff-raff of the 
nimming of Elinor.^ If I can toll what it means, 
pray God I may never get breakfast more, when 1 
am hungry. Troth, I am of opinion he is one of 
those hieroglyphical writers, that by the figures of 
lieasts, plants, and of stones, express lite mind, as 
we do m A B C ; or one that writes under hair, 
as I have henni of a certain notarv, Histiteus.' 



' Had I mtt ia l>ad I (AD»rjJS( ; and the worti are often 
met with ta the reproof of imprudcni^c!. So aflerwarda 
>lt»in in Ihia plaf 

" Tmiii« bndi taunt to build nn Xoil / •u<il. ' 

' Skelton wroli « huoioroDg da^grel piece mllcd tiie 
" Tunning of Klinar Rummin," which ib here nlludeil to. 

' Tbi« aneodol« it from AuIub 0«llii», "Koot. Atlic," 
Uh xiil, c. 8— 

"Aflimm tune Icncbtl impcrio rex Dkriiu: is HUlioEiu, 
cum in rereie npiid Itjrium enet. Arifltagono cuipiun re* 
qiinBiInm aeciilUiB nmitiarf^ fiirtiTO acripto rolelMt - eomiul- 
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who, l'i)lli>win)^ DHfiuii in liie Persian wars, aii<l 
desirous to dittcluse sntne seurets of import to liis 
friend Arieta|oras, tliat dwelt afar off, found out: 
this means. He had a servant, that had lieen long 
sii;k of H pain in his eyes, wljom, under pretence 
nf curing his malady, hu shaved from one side nf 
his heail to the other, and with a soft pencil wrol^ 
ii|>on his scalp (as on parchment) the discourse of 
liis l>usiues«. the fellow all the while imagining his 
master hnd done nothing l>;it 'noint his head with 
a feather. Atler this he kept him secretly in his 



opcnum h 



litcrsnim nitminncium. Servo buo 
« hilxinli CDpillum ex capite omni. lan()uBin 
mcd«nili ^rstis, dcradil. capulque ^us leve in liienrum 
formiu couipungU; his liuris. qiiffi ;voiuen.t, pencripsit : 
hotoinem poetet, quoml ciplllDa adoletccret. iloiiin conli- 
nllil : il'ii i<< facluui eat., ire ad .\riiilai;oram juUet: et cum 
wl euni, iiiqiiU, renerii, maiiduse me dicilo. ut caput tuuni. 
ticut niipev cgomet feci, der&dat. SerruB ul itupaiatum 
eml, ad AriBtogaram venit, tanndatninqiic domini aOert : 
■tqiic illc id Qon cue fraalni ratoB, quad eral mandatum, 
fecil ; its lilariB parUlai rani." 

Hurodiitiu " Terpg," c. 3S, WIIb the slorv Bnmewhat diffe- 
rnntlj. Tlie follDwiiijc ie Mr Beloa'i translaiian of it :— 

" WIxlIbI. he was in thiB perplexil;, a ini;>(aeu}:er arriTcil 
from HUtimiB at .Siiaa, who brought with him aa eiprEsa 
Mtmmani] to revolt, ilic ptrtlciilan of which wort impreBaod 
in legible eharuclci'B nt>an hi« Hkull. HiBtiicug wu deairouB 
to communicate hia inleiitiniii to AriBtagorai ; but aa the 
n Mja "ere strictly giianled, he could deviie rio other methoit. 
lie Ihcrefors took uue oF Ibe tnMt faithful of his ilsTeg, and 
insoribed what we bare mentioaed upon hit ekall, being 
hmt ahnved : he detained the man till bis hair was again 
grown, when he lent him to Hiletua, desiring him to he as 
expcdilioun as poBsihle : Ariataganu being requested to 
examine hIa skull, he itiscoTered the chHriicters which com- 
mandod him to commence a revolt. To thie tneiuiire IIib- 
tiiDUB was induced hy the vexation be experienced from his 
oaptivit.T at Snsa." 

It is pretty eTideot that Nash took Anlua OellluH ns his 
■iithoritr, from the insertion of the cirenmstance of the 
defuctire sight o( the sonant, which certainly is imporlaal, 
as givinc HiEliiFUi an exeibse far shaTin;; his head. 
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lent, till Ilia hair was somewhat grown, and tlien 
willed him to go to Ariatagoras into the coiintry. 
and bid him shave him as he had done, and he 
should have perfect remeily. He did w, Aristagoras 
shaved him with his own hands, read his friend's 
letter, and when he hail done, washed it out, that no 
man should perceive it else, and sent him home to 
liny him a nightcap. If I wist there were any Buch 
kuaverj'. or Peter Bales'ahrachygniphy,' under Sol's 

' Peter Bkles, wbo i* here imluortiiliB«d, Iiib slgo rcocired 
lionounlile mentioD iu Holinaheii^ Clirouicle. He wbi 
■opposed !))■ ETeljn to Iw tbe inrentor of ahorthiiii<l, but 
thtt ul wu discovered same yean earlier by Dr Tltnolli}* 
Brighl, who is better known u the auCtior of " A Trealise 
of Melancholy," which van Bnl publlshod iii IfiSO. Bales 
was bom in IG47, and many of the ineiilentB of his life hnrc 
come down lo us ; for while the lives of pociu and pbiloso 
phera »re left in obsoorilj, the importint nehievemenla of a 
writing-maBterare detailed by conteiuporariee witU laborious 
BccurHcy. Mr D'Israeli, in bis " Curiosities of Literature," 
bu nut Kcruplcd Ui devote many pages (o Balcs's cunlesls for 
superiority with ■ rival penman of the name of Johnaon, 
BbIci wns the improver of Dr Brighl'a sritem, and, accord- 
ing to his own account in bis " Writing' School nnulcr," he 
was able to keep pace with a moderate speaker. He seems 
to have been engaged in public life, by acting as secretary 
where cali^raphy wsa required ; and he was at length 
aecDsed of being concerned in tbe plot gf Lord Essex ; but 
he was afterwards vindicated, and ponisbed liis accuser. 
The grcalest perlormauce, that in which his exalted fame 
may most securely rest, was tha writing of the Lord's 
Prayer. Creed, Dei^oguo, with two Lniin prsyera, in the 
Fompus of a penny, Brochygraphy Imd arrived nt con- 
sidcraUe perfection eonn after IfiUD, and in Webster's 
" Devil's Law Case," there is a trial scene, in which the (ol- 
lowing la part of the dialogue — 



l»i Ornou So, ili. 
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bushy hair, I would have a barber, my host of the 
Murrion's Head, to be his interpreter, who would 
whet his razor on his Richmond cap, and give him 
the terrible cut like himself, but he would come as 
near as a quart pot to the construction of it. To 
be sententious, not superfluous, Sol should have 
been beholding to the barber, and not to the beard- 
master.^ Is it pride that is shadowed under this 
two-legg'd sun, that never came nearer heaven than 
Dubber*8 hill ] Tliat pride is not my sin, Sloven's 
\ Hall, where I was bom, be my record. As for 
i covetousness, intemperance, and exaction, I meet 
.with nothing in a whole year but a cup of wine for 
such vices to be conversant in. Perffite porro, my 
good children,^ and multiply the sins of your ab- 
surdities, till you come to the full measure of the 
grand hiss, and you shall hear how we shall purge 
rheum with censuring your imperfections. 

Sum. Vertumnus, call Orion. 

Ver. Orion, Urion, Arion ; 
My lord thou must look upon. 
Orion, gentleman dog-keeper, huntsman, come into 
the court : look you bring all hounds and no ban- 



he complains that some persons by stenography had drawn 
the plot of his play, and put it into print ; but he adds 
(which certainly noes not tell much in favour of the perfec- 
tion of the art as then practised) that it was *' scarce one 
word true." 

^ In the margin opposite '*SoI should have been behold- 
ing to the barber, and not to the beard -master," the words 
'* Imhtrhitt Apollo, a beardless poet," are inserted in the 
margin. 

*'' From what is said here, and in other parts of the play, 
we may conclude that it was performed either by the chil- 
dren of St Paul's, of the Queen's Chapel, or of the ReveUi. 
Afterwards Will Summer, addressing the performers, says 
to them : " Learn of him, you diminutirt urchins, how to 
behave yourselves in your vocations," &c. The epilogue is 
spoken by a little boy, who sits on Will Summer's knee, and 
who, after it is delivered, is carried out. 
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£nier OW'N Hie a Hunlei; tvith a horn about hit 
neek, all kit men afttr thv *amf sort hallooing 
and blowing their hniiu. 

Orion. Sirrah, was't thoii that call'd us from 
our game 1 
How durst tbou (being but a petty god) 
Disturb me in the entrance of my sports'? 

Rum. 'Twiis I, Orion, causM thee to be call'd. 

Orion. 'Tia I, dread lord, that humbly wil! obey. 

HvH. How happBt thou left'st the heavens to 
hunt below 1 
As I remember thou wert Hyrieiis' ' son, 
Whom of a huntsman Jove chose fur a star, 
And thou art call'd the Dog-star, art thou notl 

Alt. Please it, your honour, heaven's circtun- 
fere nee 
Ib not enough for him to himt and range, 
But with those venom -breathed curs he lead^, 
He comes to chase health from our earthly bounds. 
Each one of those foul-mouthed, mangy dogs 
Governs a day (no dog but bath his day) : ' 
And all the ckya by them so governed 
The dog-days hight ; infectious fosterers 
Of meteors from carrion that arise, 
And putrilied bodies of dead men. 
Are they engender'd to that ugly shape, 
Being nought else but [ill-Jpreserv'd corruption. 
'Tifl these that, in the entrance of their reign. 
The plague and dangerous agues have brought in. 



' [Sm Keighll<rr*i "Mvtholog}' of Ancient Greece anil 
IMlj," p. 411, edit, ns*.] 

'[ln«1lu(ioti U. Ihe [.rovctl..] 
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They arre ^ and bark at night against the moon, 
For fetching in fresh tides to cleanse the streets. 
They vomit flames and blast the ripen'd fruits : 
They are death's messengers unto all those 
That sicken, while their malice beareth sway. 
*.^^«. Orion. A tedious discourse built on no ground. 
A silly fancy, Autumn, hast thou told, 
Which no philosophy doth warrantise, 
No old-received poetry confirms. 
I will not grace thee by refuting thee ; 
Yet in a jest (since thou rail'st so 'gainst dogs) 
I'll speak a word or two in their defence. 
That creature's best that comes most near to men ; 
That dogs of all come nearest, thus I prove : 
First, they excel us in all outward sense. 
Which no one of experience will deny : 
They hear, they smell, they see better than we. 
To come to speech, they have it questionless. 
Although we understand them not so well. 
They bark as good old Saxon as may be. 
And that in more variety than we. 
For they have one voice when they are in chase : 
Another when they wrangle for their meat : 
^ Another when we beat them out of doors. 
That they have reason, this I will allege ; 
They choose those things that are most fit for 

them. 
And shun the contrary all that they may.^ 
They know what is for their own diet best, 
And seek about for't very, care full v. 
At sight of any whip they run away, 

^ J rre is meant to indicate the snarling of a dog. 

' So Machiavelli, in his complete poem, " Dell* Asino 
d'Oro," makes the Hog, who is maintaining the superiority 
of the brute creation to man, say of beasts in general — 

"Questa san meglior usar color chc sanno 
Sens' altra diHciplina per se stesso 
Sepuir lor bene ct cvitor lor danno."— Cop. ylli. 
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Ab mas a thief troni iioiae of line anil cry. 

Nor live they on the sweat of others' brows. 

But have their trades to get their living with — 

Hunting and coney catching, two fine arts. 

Yea, there be of them, as t^ere be of men. 

Of every occupation more or less ; 

Some carriers, and they fetch ; some watermen, 

And they will dive and swim when you bid tbem ; 

Some butchers, and they worry sheep by night ; 

Some cooks, and they do nothing but turn spits. 

Chiysippus holds dogs are logicians. 

In that, by study and by canvassing, 

They can distinguish 'twixt three several things : 

As when he cometb where three broad ways meet, 

And of those three hath stay'd at two of them, 

By which he guesseth that the game went not. 

Without more pause he rtumeth on the third ; 

Which, as Chrysippus saith, insinuates 

As if he raason'd thus within himself: 

Either he went this, that, or yonder way. 

But neither that nor yonder, therefore this. . 

But whether they logicians lie or no, \ 

Cynics they are, for they will snarl and bite ; \ 

Right courtiers to flatter and to fawn ; \ 

Valiant to set upon the[ir] enemies ; 

Most faithful and most constant to their friends. 

Nay, they are wise, as Homer witnesseth 

\Mio, talking of Ulysses' coming home, 

Saith all his household but Argus his dog 

Had quite forgot him : ay, his deep insight * 

Nor Pallas' art in altering his shape, 

Nor his base weeds, nor absence twenty years, 

Could go beyond or any way delude. 

That dogs physicians are, thus I infer ; 

They are ne'er sick, but they know their disease, 

And find out means to ease them of their grief ; 
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Special good sur^jns to can: ilAnzertKis woan*l> • 
Fur, stricken with a stakr int-j the flc>h. 
This policy they u-^e to g»rt it out : 
They trail ontr of their feet u{»on the ^tiUHL 
And gnaw the flesh aVjut where tht* WL»uiid i» 
Till it be clean drawn out : and then, btrcause 
Ulcers and sores kept foul are hartiiy cur'df 
They lick and pori^ it with their tongue. 
And well observe Hippocrates^' old rule. 
The only medicine for th*=- f«>ot is rest : 
For if thev have the least hurt in their feet. 
They bear them up and hx>k they be not stirr'd. 
^Vhen humours rise, thev eat a sovereisni herb, 
Wherebv what clovs their stomachs th»*v ca^t 

up; 
And as some writers of experience tell. 
They were the first invented vomiting. 
Sham'st thou not. Autumn, unadvistxily 
To slamler such rare creatures as they be ? 

Sum. Wc calld thee not, Orion, to this end. 
To tell a story of dogs' qualities. 
With all thy hunting how are we enrich'd ? 
What tribute pay'st thou us for thy high place \ 

Orion. What tribute should I pay you out of 
nought ? 
Hunters do hunt for pleasure, not for gsiin. 
While dog-<lays last, the han'est safely thrives ; 
The sun bums hot to finish up fruits* growth ; 
There is no bloo<l letting to make men weak. 
Physicians in their Cataposia 
Or little EUnctoria, 
Masticatorum, and Cataplasmata : 
Their garsarisms, clysters, and pitch'd-cloths, 
Their perfumes, syrups, and their triacles, 
liefrain to poison the sick patients, 
And dare not minister, till I be out. 
Then none will bathe, and so are fewer drown'd. 
All lust is ])erilsome, therefore less us'd ! 
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III brief, the year without ma cannot stand. 
Summer, I am thy staJTaad thy right hand. 

Sum. a broken staff, n latne right faiiud I had. 
If thou wert all the atay that held tne up, 
A'ikil tnWfntwM /lerptluum. 
No violence that liveth to old age. 
Ill-govem'd star, that never bod'st good luck, 
I banish thee a twelvemonth and a day 
Forth of my presence : come not in my sight. 
Nor show thy huad «o much as in the nijjht. 

Orion. I am content: though hunting be nut 
out, 
We will ^ hunt in hell for belter hap. 
One partmg blow, my hearts, unto our friends, 
To bid the fields and huntsmen all farewell. 
Toss up your bugle-horns unto Iha stars ; 
Toil findeth ease, jteace follows after wars. [JCxtt. 
[Z/r-cr thfi/ go oat, bhving theif Jujriu, ami 
hallooiti'j <i» Ihej/ came in. 

Will Sum. Faith, this scene of Orion is right 
pratuHxm eaninum, a dog's dinner which, ae it is 
without wine, so here's a coil about dogs without 
wit* If 1 had thought the shi|> of fools' would 
have sta/d to take in fresh wator at the Isle of 
Dogs, I would have furnish'd it with a whole 
kennel of collections to the purpose. 1 have litul 
a dog myself, that would dream and talk in hi^ 
sleep, turn round like Ned fool, and sleep all night 
in a porridge-jiot. Mark but the skirmish between 
Sixpence and the fox, and it is miraculous how 
they overcome one another in honourable courtesy. 
The fox, though he wears a chain, runs as though 
he were free ; mocking us (as it is a crafty beast), 
because we, having a lord and inaster to attend 
on, run about at our pleasures, like masterlesB men. 



D SebsBLiHii Elnndi's " Sliip of Fools," 
under llurclay. 
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Young Sixpence, the best page his master liath, 
plays a little, and retires. I warrant he will not 
be far out of the way when his master goes to 
dinner. Learn of him, you diminutive urchins, 
how to behave yourselves in your vocation : take 
not up your standings in a nut-tree, when you 
should be waiting on my lord's trencher. Shoot 
but a bit at butts; play but a span at points. 
Whatever you do, memento mori — remember to 
rise iKJtimes in the morning. 

Sum. Vertumnus, call Harvest. 

Ver. Harvest, by west and by north, by south 
and by east, 
Show thyself like a beast. 

Goodman Harvest, yeoman, come in and say 
what you can. Room for the scythe and the sickle 
there. 

Enter HARVEST, ^vith a scytJie on his neck, and all 
his reajjers with sickles, and a great black howl 
unth a })osset in it, borne before him : il^ey come 
in singing. 

Tlie Song, 

Merry ^ merry, merry : cheery, cheery, clteery, 

Trowl tlit black bowl ^ to me; 
Hey derry, deiTy, with a poup and a lerry, 

I'll trowl it again to thee : 

» So in *' the second three-man's song,'* prefixed to Dek- 
ker's "Shoemaker's Holiday," 1600, though in one case 
the bowl was Hack, in the other brown — 

*' Trowl tke bowl, the Jolly nv^-^own bowl ; 
And here, kind mate, to thee I 
Let's sing a dirge for Saint Hugh's soul, 
And drown it merrilf ." 

It secmB probable that this was a harvest-home song, 
usually sung by reapers in the country : the chorus or bur- 
den, "Hooky, hooky," &c. is still heard in some parts of 
the kingdom, with this variation — 
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IfoiJcy, Imoky, we kuve ifmrn. 

And tee hart hnutu/, 
And we have in-ouffhl ilarttil 

Home to toti-n. 

Sum. Harvest, the bailiff of my hiishamiry, 
What plenty hast thou heap'J iiit« our barns ? 
I hope thou Iiast sped well, thou art so blithe. 

Hab. SpKil well or ill, sir, I drink to you on tli<' 
same. 
Is your throat clear to help us sing, Iluoky, hooi^ f 
[I/ere they all ting after kim. 

Hooky, kouky, we luive ihom. 

And tee liave hovnd; 
And we liai-e brotighl llnrvetl 

Hume to town. 

AUT. Thou C'orj'ilon, wliy niisner'st not Ji- 

Har. Answer t why, friend, 1 am no tapster, to 
Bay. Anon, anon, sir t ' but leave you to molest 
me, goodm.tti tawny-leaves, for f«ir (as the pro- 
verb says, leave is light) so I mow off all your 
leaves with my scythe. 

Win. Mock not and mow' not too long; you 
were beat not,* 
For fear we whet your scythe upon your pate. 



'ttl^. 



ky. -« I 



Which is an improTement, iaiamach a» hiirvcBU are nut 
brought home to Men. 

' Shakespeare haa Bufficlenllj- ahown tliia in the chBrarlcv 
, o( Frftncia, the drawer, in " Henrj IV. Part 1," 

* [A pla; on tlia double meanini; of the word]. 

■ In Ibe ori^nnl cop; thi> negative ia by gome aceiJent 
Ihnut into the next tine, to na to cleetrny at onoe the melre 
and the u 

VOL. 
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Sum. Since thou art so perverse in answering, 
Harvest, hear what complaints are brought to me. 
Thou art accused by the public voice 
For an engrosser of the common store ; 
A carl that hast no conscience nor remorse. 
But dost impoverish the fruitful earth, 
To make thy gamers rise up to the heavens. 
To whom giv'st thou 1 who feedeth at thy board ] 
No alms, but [an] unreasonable gain 
Digests what thy huge iron teeth devour : 
Small beer, coarse bread, the hind's and beggar's 

cry. 
Whilst thou withholdest both the malt and flour, 
And giv'st us bran and water (fit for dogs). 

Har. Hooky, hooky ! if you were not my lord, 
I would say you lie. First and foremost, you say 
I am a grocer. A grocer is a citizen : 1 am no 
citizen, therefore no grocer. A hoarder up of 
grain : that's false ; for not so much for my elbows 
eat wheat every time I lean upon them.^ A carl : 
that is as much as to say, a coneycatcher of good 
fellowship. For that one word you shall pledge 
me a carouse : eat a spoonful of the curd to allay 
your choler. My mates and fellows, sing no more 
Merry ^ merry, but weep out a lamentable Hooky , 
hooky y and let your sickles cry — 

Sick, sick, and very sick, 
And sick, and for 0^. time; 

Foi' Ilarvest your master' is 

Ahusd without reason or rhyme. 

1 have no conscience, I ? I'll come nearer to you, 



^ This expreBsion must allude to the dress of Harvest, 
which has many ears of wheat about it in various parts. 
Will Summer, after Harvest goes out, calls him, on this 
account, *' a bundle of straw," and speaks of his *' thatched 
suit." 



AND TESTAMENT. 51 

yet I am no scali, noi' no louse. Can you 
make proof wherever I sold away my constience, 
or pawned itT Do you know who would boy it, 
or lend any money ujwn itt 1 think I have given 

S)u the poee. Blow your nosu, Master Constable. 
ut to say that 1 impoverieh the earth, that I rol> 
the moD in the moon, that 1 take a purse on the 
top of St Paul's steeple ; hy this straw and thread, 
I swear you are no gentleman, no proper man, no 
honest man, to make me sing, O man in tlttprra- 

SuH. I must give credit unto what I hear ! 
For other than I hear detract ' I uought. 

Har. Ay, ay ; nought seek, nought have : 
An ill-huBban<l is the first step to a knave. 
You object, I feed none at my hoard : I am sure, 
if you were a hog, yoii would n*ver say so : for, 
air reverence of their worships, they feed at my 
Btahle-tahle every day. I keep good hospitality 
for hens and geese: gleaners are oppressed with 
heavy burthens of my bounty : 
They take me and eat me to the very bones. 
Till there be nothing left hut gravel and stones ; 
And yet I give no alms, hut devour all ! They 
say, what a man cannot hear well, you hear with 
your harvest-ears ; but if you lieani with your 
han'est-«ars, that is, with the earn of com which 
my alma-cart scatters, they would tell you that 1 
am the very poor man's box of pity ; that there 
are more holes of liberality open in Harvest's heal t 
than in a sieve or a dust-box. Supjiose you were 
a craftsman or an artificer, and should come to buy 
com of me, you should have bushels of me ; not 
like the baker's loaf, that should weigh but six 
ounces, but usury for your money, thousands for 

> A line rrom ■ ocn-knuwu ballad of Ifae time. 
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one. What would you have more ? Eat me out 
of my apparel/ if you will, if you suspect me for a 
miser. 

Sum. I credit thee, and think thou wert belied. 
But tell me, hast thou a good crop this year ? 

Har. Hay, good^ plenty, which was so sweet 
and so good, that when I jerted my whip, and said 
to my horses but Itay, they would go as they were 
mad. 

Sum. But Aa// alone thou sayst not, but liay-rte.^ 

Har. I sing hay-ree, that is, hay and rye ; mean- 
ing that they shall have hay and rye, their belly- 
fuls, if they will draw hanl. So we say, Wa 
liatfj when they go out. of the way ; meaning that 
they shall want hay if they will not do as they 
should do. 

Sum. How thrive thy oats, thy barley, and thy 
wheat 1 

Har. My oats grow like a cup of beer that 
makes the brewer rich ; my rye like a cavalier, 
that wears a huge feather in his cap, but hath no 
courage in his heart ; hath * a long stalk, a goodly 
husk, but nothing so great a kernel as it was wont 
My barley, even as many a novice, is cross-bitten,^ 
as soon as ever he peeps out of the shell, so was it 
frost-bittenin the blad, yet pick'd up his crumbs 
again afterward, and bad "Fill pot, hostess," in 
spite of a dear year. As for my peas and my 
vetches, they are famous, and not to be spoken of. 



1 [In allosioD to the ears of com, straw, kc , with which 
he was dressed.] 

« [Old copy, (?«r«.] 

' [The exclamations of a carter to his horse. In ** John 
Bon and Mast Person" (Mazlitt's "Popular Poetry," iv. 
16), it is liaiyhty ree.] 

* [Old copy, hcul] 

* ».«.. Cheated. 
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Act. Ay, ay, auch country-biittoii'd caps as you 
Do want no fetches ' to uudo great towns. 

Har. Will you make good your worda that we 
want no fetches ? 

Win, Ay, that he sliall. 

IIar. Then fetch iis a cloak bag, t-o carry away 
yourself in. 

Sum. Plough-swains are blunt, and will taunt 
bitterly. 
Harvest, when all is douu, thou arb tlie man ; 
Thou dost me the beat service of them all. 
Kest from ihy labours, till the year renews. 
And let the husbandmen [all] sing ttiy praise. 

Har. Keat from uiy labours, snd let the hus- 
bandmen sing my pntisc- 1 Nay, we do not mean 
to rest so : by your leave, we'll have a largess 
amongst you, ere we [mrt. 

All. A largess, a largess, a largess ! 

Will Sum. Is there no man will give them a 
hiss for a largesa 1 

Hak. No, that tliere is not, goodman Lungie.* 
I see charity waxeth cold, and I think this house 
be her habitation, for it is not very hot ; we were 
as good even put up our pipes and sing Merrj/, 
meny, for we shall get no money, 

[Jiere titty all ffo out ntiging. 
iiirnj, mm-ij, mfrry : eli^ery, eheei'i/, ckeerj/ ! 

Trowl the Uaek b-nd to me. 
JJfg ilerrt/, ilerri/, with a poup ami a Urri/ ; 
I'll trmcl it tffain to thee. 



' A play opoa the Bimllaril)' of souml between eflrhei and 
fileie4. In the old copi , lo render it ihe murs obvious, iliey 
are apelt alike. 

' Hr Todd found this word in Baret'a " Alrearj," 15!40, 
as wbU aa id Coijjrava : but lie quotea no aulliorlljr for the 
■tguification ho attachoa ta u — vis., a (vAlia: Noab could 
have fumiabed hrin with a qaolaliap : It moaiu an idle laiy 
Kilo*. 



64 summer's last will 

Ilooky^ hooky J tof. have sfiom 

And we liave bounds 
Ami we luwe brouglU Harvest 

Home to town. 

Will Sum. Well, go thy ways, thou bundle of 
straw : I'll give thee this gift ; thou shalt be a 
clown while thou liv'st. As lusty as they are, 
they run on the score with George's wife for their 
posset ; and God knows who shall pay goodman 
Yeoman for his wheat sheaf They may sing well 
enough — 

*' Trowl tite hlack bowl to me^ 
Trowl the black bowl to me ; " 

for a hundred to one but they will all l)e drunk, ere 
they go to b<Ml. Yet of a slavering fool, that hath 
no conceit in anything but in carrying a wand in 
his hand with commendation, when he runneth by 
the highway-side, this stripling Harvest hath done 
reasonable well. 0, that somebody had the sense 
to set his thatched suit on fire, and so lighted him 
out : if 1 ha<l but a jet * ring on my finger, I might 
have done with him what I list. I had spoiled 
him, had I'^ took his apparel prisoner ; for, it being 
made of straw, and the nature of jet to draw straw 
unto it, I would have nailed him to the pommel of 
my chair, till the play were done, and then have 
carried him to my chamber-door, and laid him at 
the threshold, as a wisp or a piece of mat, to wipe 
my shoes on every time I come up dirty. 

Sum. Vertumnus, call Bacchus. 

Ver. Bacchus, Baccha, Bacchum : God Bacchus, 
God fat-back, 
Baron of double beer and bottle ale, 



* Alluding to the attraction of straw by jet. See this point 
diHCUSScd in Sir Thos. Brown's " Vulgar Krrors," b. ii. c. 4. 
2[*>l<i copy, I had\ 
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Come in and show thy nose that is nothing pale : 
Bock, back, that' God biirrel-belly may enter. 

Ktiter BaC(;iius ruHng upon an aes trapped m iuy, 
himirlf dretied in vint Uavea, and a garland of 
ffrapa nn kit head; hit eompantoni hnvvig all 
jackt ill their haniU, and ivy garlands on their 
heads; they come tinging. 

The Song. 
Monsieur Mingo for quaking doth siirpaat, 
In cup, in com or gtats. 

God Sacchus, do me viijht, f 

Andiluh me kuiglit 

Domingo.'^ 

Bac. Wherefore didst thou call me, Vertumiiua 1 
haat any drink to give me I One of you hold my 
ass. while I light : walk him up and down the hall, 
till I talk a word or two. 

Sc«. What, Bacchus ; still owimu* in palind: " 
no mind but on the pot 1 

BAa Wliy, Summer, Summer, how wouldat do 
but for rain 1 What's a fair liouse without water 
(doming to it i Let me see how a smith can work, 
if he hare not his trough standing by liira. What 
set« an eilge on a knife 1 the grindstone alone J 
No, the moist element pouretl upon it, which 

' (Old copy, (Aere.] 

* Tbi« eoag IB quoted, and a long diiaertation iiuertcd 
upon it, in tho nolw to " Henry IV. Part II," act t. m. ii„ 
waere Silence givee the Ivo Wt lines in drinking with , 
PalitaC To do a man Tig\i vu ■ technical eiureaiion in 
the art of drinking, ilwsc the challenge to pledge. None 
o[ the eomtnentatoni cm Sbaknpeare are able la explain at 
all satiafaelorll; wbat connection tbere ia between Domitujo 
■nil a drinking aon:;. I'erliaps «e aboulil read DoitiaoD 
ai two worda, i.e., l>u [mine] .V.Hy...J 
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grinds out all gaps, sets a point upon it, and 
scours it as bright as the firmament. So I tell 
thee, give a soldier wine before he goes to battle ; 
it grinds out all gaps, it makes him forget all scars 
and wounds, and fight in the thickest of his ene- 
mies, as though he were but at foils among his 
fellows. Give a scholar wine going to his book, 
or being about to invent ; it sets a new point on 
his wit, it glazeth it, it scours it, it gives him 
acumen. Plato saith, Viniim esse fomitein qutndam, 
et incitabilem inyenii mrtutisque, Aristotle saith, 
Nulla est magna scientia absque mixtnra dementice I 
There is no excellent knowledge without mixture 
of madness, and what makes a man more mad in 
the head than wine? Qui bene mdt Utouv debet 
ante rmn : He that will do well must drink well. 
Prome, prome, potum pro me / Ho, butler, a fresh 
pot ! Nunc est libtJid'um, nunc pede Ubero te^*ra 
pulsauda : * a pox on him that leaves his drink 
behind him. Rendezvous / 

Sum. It is wine's custom to be full of words. I 
pray thee, Bacchus, give us vicissitudinem loquendi. 

Bag. a fiddlestick ! ne'er tell me I am full of 
words. Fwcundi entices^ quern non fec^re disertum : 
aut bibe'^ ant ahi ; either take your drink, or you 
are an infidel. 

Sum. I would about thy vintage question thee. 
How thrive thy vines ] hadst thou good store of 
grapes ? 

Bac. Vinum q}uin venenum ; Wine is poison to a 
sick body. A sick body is no sound body ; ergo, 
wine is a pure thing, and is poison to all corrup- 
tion. Try-lill ! the hunters whoop to you. Til 



* Horace, lib. i. car. 37- 



'•Nunc est bibemhim. nunc pede libero 
Pulsauda tellus." 



' [Old copy, €pi.\ 



AND TJXrAMEST. 57 

Tlo it : Alexauiler was a brave man, .intl yut 
an aiTADt dt-unkard. 

Win. Fie, drtinken sut ! forgett'st thou where 
thou artl 

My lord asks tliee wliat vintage thou hast made 1 

Bac. Our vintage was a ^^ntage, for it did not 
work upon the aiivantagt- ; it came iu the vaunt- 
guard of Summer. 

And winds and storms met it by the way. 
And made it cry, alas, and wetl-a-ttay ! 

Sum. That was not well ; but all miscarried not ? 

Bac. Faith, shall I tdt no lie! Because you 
are my countryman, and so forth; and a gooil 
fellow is a good fellow, though he have never a 
penny in his purse.' We had but even pot-hick — 
a little to moisten our lips and no moit-. That 
same Sol is a pa^n and a proselyte : he shined so 
bright all HumuK-r, that lit; burnt moru grapes than 
liis beams were worth, were every beam as big as 
a weaver's beam. A fahu alittinendum; faith, be 
should have abstained, for what is flesh and blood 
' without his hquor I 

AlT. Thou want'fit no liquor, nor no tiesli and 
blood. 
I pray thee, may I ask without offence, 
How many tune of wine hast in thy paunch 1 
Methinks that [that is] built like a round church. 
Should yet have some of Julius Ofesar's wine : 
I warrant 'twas not broached this hundred year. 

Bag Hear'fit thou, dough-belly ! because thou 
talk'st and talk'st, and dar'at not drink to me a 
black jack, wilt thou give me leave to broach this 
little kilderkin of my corpse against thy back 1 I 
know thou art but a roicher,' and dar'at not stand 
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me. A vous, Monsieur Winter, a frolic up-se-frieze : ^ 
cross, ho ! supfr nacuhim^ 

[Knocks tJujack upon his Hiiimb. 

Win. Gramercy, Bacchus, as much as though I 
did. For this time thou must pardon me perforce. 

Bag. What, give me the disgrace ? go to, I say, 
I am no Pope to pardon any man. Kan, ran, ta- 
ra: cold beer makes good blood. St George for 
England ! ^ Somewhat is better than nothing. 
Let me see, hast thou done me justice ? why so : 
thou art a king, though there were no more kings 
in the cards but the knave. Summer, wilt thou 
liave a demi-culverin, that shall cry Husty-tustt/y and 
make thy cup fly fine meal in the element ? 

Sum. No, keep thy drink, I pray thee, to thyself. 

Bac. This Pupilonian in the fool's coat shall 
have a cast of martins and a whiff". To the health 
of Captain Rinocerotry ! Look to it ; let him have 
weight and measure. 



hides himself out of the way. See Mr Gifford's short note 
on Massinger's ** Guardian," act iii. sc. v., and Mr Steevens" 
long note on Shakespeare's *' Henry IV. Part I." act ii. so. 4. 

* [Friesland beer. See " Popular Antiquities of Great 
Britain/' vol. ii. p. 259.] 

• [See Hazlitt's *' Proverlm," 1869, p. 271.] Properly 
super unguium, referring to knocking the jack on the 
thumb-nail, to show that the drinker had drained it. Ben 
Jonson uses it in his *' Case is Altered : " " I confess Cupid's 
carouse ; he plays super nagnlum with my liquor of life." — 
Act iv. sc. Z.— Cottier. 

' This was the common cry of the English soldiers in 
attacking an enemy : we meet with it in Marlowe's *' Edward 
11." where Warwick exclaims — 

" Alarum, to the fight ! 
St Oeorgtfor England, and the Baron's right !" 

So also in Rowley's "When you see me, you know me," 
1605 : '* King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table 
that were buried in armour are alive again, crying St George 
for England ! and mean shortly to conquer Rome." 




ND TfSTAllENT. 

Will Sum. Whatauoss Jsthiii ! I cannot diink 
KO much, though I should hurst. 

Bac. Fool, do not ref ee your muiitt sustenance : 
L'ome, come, dog's heail in ihe pot ; do what you 
are honi to. 

Will Sum. If you will neeils make me a dninkani 
against my will, ao it is ; I'll try what hurden my 
Ifelly is of. 

Bac, Crouch, crouch on your knees, fool, when 
you pledge God Bacchus. 

[ffert Will Summer drinh*. ami they siifj 
about him, BACCHUS li'^ina. 

All. MonntHr Mia^o fm- qwi^ng ilitl turpntf 

III enp, in can, or glojit. 
Bac Ho, well shot, a toucher, a toucher .' 

For gitajinff Taj/ tloth pam. 

In eup, in can, or glaa.' 
All. G-i Hacchm. -lo /Urn riijht. 

And dub him knighl. 

Bac. liise nj>, Sir Robert Toss-]iot, 

[Here he duhs WlU. Summek with the bltici 

> From ibe lnBertioii of Tof in iba uaag inttetA of Jfii^o, 
-' UaUndBon Ihe enlranci of Baccbue und hU companiung, 
~~~ 'ed l« infer that tbe nunc of the aclor who plii.vud 
t of Will Summer «u Ton : 'f "o*- '^^" ■" ■><> 
J in the change. Again, « the end of the piecr. 
. .jaipiwgiie uyi in expreN IcrniB: "Tbc grcAt fool Toy 
hath marred the play, to which Will Summers rc)iiicn. 
"Vft tme, JiL'kanapctF Do yon btvs me aol" &c. 
Eicepting br gnppminv that tbure xns an actor of this 
name, it ii not verj euy to explain the followiiig expreMioni 
b; Qabriel Harrey. ai applied to Greene, in bis "Four ■ 
I^etlfln und Certain SonnoU, 1592," the je»r wben Nuh's 
"Snmmor'a li^mt Will and Tcalameiit" waa performed - 
"The; wrong him much with their cpitaphi and Holemn 
deriow, that entitle him mil at the Icnat tlit laoHd Tay af 



Sum. No more of this. I hatfl it to tlie death. 
No auch deformer of the soi]l and sense. 
As is tliiB swinish damn'd horn dninkGiiness. 
Bacchus, for thou abusBSt so earth's fruits, 
Imprison'd live in cellars and in vaults. 
Let none commit their counsels unto thee j 
Thy wrath be fatal to thy dearest friends ; 
Unarmed run upon thy foemen's swords ; 
Never fear any plague, before it fall : 
Dro[«iea and watery tympanies haunt thee ; 
Thy lungs with surfeiting be putrified, 
To cause thee have an odious stinking breath ; 
Slaver and drivel like a child at mouth ; 
Be iwor and beggarly in thy old age ; 
Let thine own kinsmen laugh when thou com- 

plain'st, 
And many tears gain nothing but blind scoffs. 
This is the guerdon due to ilruukenness ; 
I Shame, sickness, misery follow excess. 

Bac. Now on noy honour, Sim Summer, thou 
' art a bad member, a dunce, a mongrel, to discredit 
80 worshipful an art after this order. Thou hast 
cursed me, and I will bless thee. Never cap of 
Nipitaty' in London come near thy ni^ardly 
habitation ! I beaeeeh the gods of good fellow- 
ship tbou may'st fall into a consumption with 
drinking small beer ! Every day may'st thou eat 
Ush, and let it stick in tlie'midst of thy maw, for 
want of a cup of wine to swim away in. Venison 
be venenum to thee : and may that vintner have 
the plague iu his house that sells a drop of claret 
to kill the iKiiaon of it ! As many wounds may'st 



' yipUnIg setms lo bate liccti n csnl Irrm fnr n ccrLi 
--~ Thus Gabriel Harrej-, in " Pierce's SopererognUoi 
" ihe Nipitaly of tbB usppieat gmpe ; " - 



151)8.Hp0aks{ 



■FlerwardB he uiys, " Nijtitoty will not be tied Ui a poal," in 
10 aneonfinciil longaei of men irho drink iL — 
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Ul 



thou have as Ciesar hud in llie senate-house, ami 
get no wliite wine to wash them with ; and to con- 
clude, pine away Id melancholy and sorrow, before 
thou hast the fourth part of a dram of my juice to 
cheer up thy spiritB. 

SL'U. Hale him away, he barketh Uke a wolf : 
It is his drinlc, not he. that imls ou ns. 

Bac. Nay soft, brother Summer, back with that 
fooL Here Is a euuIT in the bottom of the jack, 
enough > to light a man to bed witlial : we 11 leave 
no flocks behind us, whatsoever we do. 

Sum. Go di'ag him hence, I say, wheu 1 com- 
mand. 

Bac. Since we must needs go, let's go merHly. 
Farewell, Sir I^sbert Toss-pot : sing amaiu Afon- 
nrur Mingo, whilst I mount up my ass. 

\Ilrre thfy gu out, liiigiiiff, " ifoiuitiir Alingo," 
as tiiey came hi. 

Will Sum. Of all the gods, this Bacchus is the 
ill-favoured'st mis-shapeu god that ever I saw. A 
pox on him 1 he hath clinsteneil me with a new 
nickname of Sir Ilobert Toss-pot that will not 
part from me tliis twelvemonth. Ned fool's clothes 
are »o perfumed with the beer he iwured on me, 
that there shall not be a Dutchman within twenty 
miles, but he'll smell out and claim kindred of 
him. What a beastly tlung it is to bottle up all 
iu a man's belly, when a man nuist set his guts 
on a gallou-i>ot lost, only to purchase the alehouse 
title of Ihioh. etrntpaiii'iH. " Carouse ; pleilge me, 
and you ilare ! 'Swounds, I'll drink with thee for 
all that ever thou art worth : " It is even as two 



'A puu^D quoted im Note S U> "Oammer Gurton's 
Needle," from Nanh'i " Herce Poniilless," 'in pmciwlyin 
point, botli ill explainiDg the word, und knncking the cop, 
I'xn, or jack on the thumb-nail, previously perFomcd bf 
ItscchnB in ihiit scene. 
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men should strive who should run farthest into the 
sea for a wager. Methinks these are good house- 
hold terms, " Will it please you to he here, sir ? 
I commend me to you ! Shall I be so bold as 
trouble you] Saving your tale, I drink to you." 
And if these were put in practice but a year or 
two in taverns, wine would soon fall from six-and- 
twenty pound a tun, and be beggar's money — a 
i)enny a quart, and take up his inn with waste 
beer in the alms-tub. I am a sinner as others : I 
must not say much of this argument. Every one, 
when he is whole, can give advice to them that 
are sick. My masters, you that be good fellows, 
get you into comers, and sup off your provender 
closely : ^ report hath a blister on her tongue I open 
taverns are tell-tales. iVb/i peccat quicunqne potf«t 
peccasse nf<farf. 

Sum. I'll call my servants to account, said I ? 

A bad account ; worse servants no man hath. 

Qiios credis fidos fffuge^ ttUis eris : 

i'he proverb I have prov'd to be too true, 

Totidem domi hostes habemus quot servos. 

And that wise caution of Democritus, 

Seruu8 neressatia possession von autem dnlcis : 

Nowhere fidelity and labour dwells. 

How * young heads count to build on had I wist. 

Conscience but few resi)ect, all hunt for gain : 

Except the camel have his provender 

Hung at his mouth, he will not travel on. 

Tyresias to Narcissus promised 

Much prosperous hap and many golden days, 



^ Closely is secrttly : a very common application of the 
word in our old writers. It is found in " Albumaziir" — 

" I'll entertain him here : meanwhile steal you 
Clotdy into the room ; " 

and in many other placeii. 
* [Old copy, Hope.] 



If of his Ixsftuly lie no knowledge took. 
Knowledge breeds pride, pride breedeth discontent : \ 
Black discoDtent, thou urgest to revenge : 
Revenge opes not her ears to poor men's prayers. 
That dolt destruction is she without doubt, 
That hales her forth and feedeth her with nought. 
Simplicity and plainness, you I love ! 
Hence, double diligence, thou meun'st deceit : 
Those that now serpent -like creep on the ground. 
And seem to eat the dust, they crouch so low— - 
If they be disappointed of their prey, 
Must traitorously will trace their nails and sting. 
Yea, such as, like ' the lapwing, build their nests 
In a man's dung, come up by drudgery. 
Will be the first that, like that fooUsh bird. 
Will follow him with yelling and false cries. 
Well ' sung a shepherd, that now slpejis in skies,^ 



'[Old 


copy, ai Ihit, likc\ 




'[Old 


copy, WVI.] 
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-p. 637. edit 1698. 

It ratty be trarlh ■ remirk Ihal the two last lines are quoMd 
iritb a diflercnce in " England's Paruasaua." 1600. p. 191 — 
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" Dumb swans do love, and not vain chatterini^ 

pies." 
In mountains, poets say, Echo is hid, 
For her deformity and monstrous shape : 
Those mountains are the houses of great lonls, 
Where Stentor, with his hundred voices, sounds 
A hundred trumps at once with rumour fill'd. 
A woman they imagine her to be, 
Because that sex keep nothing close they hear ; 
And that's the reason magic writers frame ^ 
There are more witches women, than of men ; 
For women generally, for the most part, 
Of secrets more desirous are than men,^ 
Which having got, they have no power to hold. 
In these times had Echo's first fathers liv'd, 
No woman, but a man, she had been feign'd 
(Though women yet will want no news to prate) ; 
For men (mean men), the scum and dross of all, 
Will talk and babble of they know not what, 
Upbraid, deprave, and taunt they care not whom. 
Surmises pass for sound approved truths ; 
Familiarity and conference. 
That were the sinews of societies. 
Are now for undenninings only us'd ; 
And novel wits, that love none but themselves. 
Think wisdom's height as falsehood slyly couch'd. 
Seeking each other to o'erthrow his mate. 
friendship ! thy old temple is defac*<l : 



have afforded Mr Malone another instance, had he wanted 
one, that shepherd and poet were used almost as synonymcs 
by Shakespeare's contemporaries. 

' Perhaps we ought to read ftign instend of frame ; hut 
frame is very intelligible, and it has therefore not been 
altered. 

' The quarto gives this line thus — 

" or secrets more desirous or than men," 
which is decidedly an error of the press. 



Embracing envy,' guileful coiirUisj. 
Hath overgrown t'rauil-wnutiiig iionustv. 
Examples live but in tho iJle sclioole : 
Sinon bears all the Bway in princes' courts. 
Sickneaa, be thou my soul's physician ; 
Bring the apothecary Death with thee. 
In earth is hell, hell true ' felicity. 
Compared with this world, the den of wolves ! 
AUT. My lord, you are too passionate withuuL 

Win. Grieve not for that which cannot lie 
recall'd. 
Is it your servant's carelessness you 'plain I 
Tully by one of his own slaves was slain. 
The husbandman close in his bosnm nurs'd 
A subtle snake, that after wrought his banc. 

AtT. Setimi JUiela UbrraUttu jaeit ; 
Where on the contrary, ttrvilutevt — 
Those that attend upon illiberal lords, 
Whose covetise yields nought else but fair looks, 
Even of those fair looks make their gainful use. . 
For, OS in Ireland and in Denmark both, 
Witches for gold will sell a man a wind* 
Which, in the comer of a napkin wrapp'd. 
Shall blow him safe unto what coast he will ; 
So make ill-servants sale of theii- lord's wind 
Which, wrapp'd up in a piece of parchment. 
Blows many a knave forth danger of the law. 

Sum. Enough of this : let me go make my will. 

' [Old copy, wrry.] 

■ fOldflopj, tnuhill.] 

' See »ct i. K. 3 of ■'Macbeth"— 



Sn Wnin, And 1 uothtr " 
From th« pusftge in Nwh'a p]«j, it aeuma t 
iMnitb witcDos oould soil irinda : Uaclietli'ii 
Scotiali. 

VOL. VIII. 
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Ah ! it is made, although I hold my peace : 
These two will share betwixt them what 1 have. 

/ The surest way to get my will performed 
Is to make my executor my heir ; 
, And he, if all be given him, and none else, 

.' Unfallibly will see it well-perform'd. 
Lions will feed though none bid them go to. 
Ill-grows the tree affordeth ne'er a graft : 
Had I some issue to sit on my throne, 
My grief would die, death should not hear me groan ; 
But when, perforce, these must enjoy my wealth. 
Which thank me not, but enter 't as a prey. 
Bequeathed it is not, but clean cast away. 
Autumn, be thou successor to my seat : 
Hold, take my crown : — look, how he grasps for it ! 
Thou shalt not have it yet — but hold it, too ; 
Why should I keep what needs I must forego 1 

Win. Then, duty laid aside, you do me wrong. 
I am more worthy of it far than he : 
He hath no skill nor courage for to rule. 
A- weatherbeaten, bankrupt ass it is 
That scatters and consumeth all he hath : 
Each one do pluck from him without control. 
He is not hot nor cold ; a silly soul, 

. That fain would please each part,^ if so he might. 
He and the Spring are scholars' favourites : 
What scholars are, what thriftless kind of men, 
Yourself be judge ; and judge of him by them. 
When Cerberus was headlong drawn from hell, 
He voided a black poison from his mouth, 
Caird Acanitum, whereof ink was made : 
That ink, with reeds first laid on dried barks, 
Serv'd me awhile to make rude works withal, 
Till Hermes, secretary to the gods, 
Or Hermes Trismegistus, as some will, 
Weary with graving in blind characters 

* [Old copy, party.] 



Aiid figures of familinr Ijcasls and plants, 
Inveiit«ii letters to write lies witlml. 
In them he penn'd the fables of the goda, 
The giaute' war. and thousand Isles Iwsiites. 
After each nation got these toys in use' 
There grew up certain drunken parasites, 
Term'd poets, which, For a meal's meat or two, | 
Would promise monarchs immortAlity. 
They vomited in verse all that they knew ; 
Feign'd causes and beginuinga of the world ; 
Fetch'd pedigrees of mountains and of floods 
From men and women whom the gods transfomi'd. 
If any town or city they pasa'd by 
Had in compassion (thinking thera madmen) 
Forborne to whip thera, or imprison them. 
That city was not built by human hands ; 
Twaa rais'd by music, like Megaxa walls : 
Apollo, poets' patron, founded it, 
Because they found one fitting favour there. 
Mussas, Linus, Homer, Orpheus, 
Were of this trade, and thereby won their fame^ 
Will Sitm. Fama malum, q>io noii \aliud} velociim 

Win. Next them a company of ragged knaves, 
Sun-bathing be^ars, lazy hedge -creejiers, 

» [Old copy. Form'd.] 

* Ab Diuii, N&ah hu here miwjuoled. or the pnnliEr has 
omitted a word. Virgil's line is — 

~"Ma<iiA,"i<r. 174. 

G»briel Hsrvej, repljing in 1697, in hig "TrimminK of 
Tbomu Noafa, Gcntlemtn " (writton in tlie nunc of Kichnrd 
Litchfield, the harher-Kurgean ofTrinitj' Collegu, Cambridjire), 
klso allndea to Ihia comlnOD place : "The rirluoiu riclira 
wherewith (M broad-apreul ftme reportetb) vou are enduDd, 
Ihoogh fama vudum. (ai uith the poel) which I confirm, kc. 
Psrhapa Ihia ww becinw Nuh had preiloaglj' emplored iL, 
or It mi^-ht l-e anppoacd tbxt tbe barber ODuld h*re been 
unnequuiiitt'd wilb it. 



/ 
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Sleeping fact; a p wards in the fields all night, 
Dream'd strange devices of the sun and moon ; 
And thej, like gipsies, wandering up and down. 
Told foitanes, joggled, nicknam d all the stars. 
And were of idiots term'd philosophers 
Sach was Pythagoras the silencer ; 
Prometheus, Thales, Milesius, 
Who would all things of water should be made : 
Anaximander, Anaxamines, 
That positively said the air was God : 
/ Zenocrates, that said there were eight gods ; 
And Cratoniates and Alcmceon too, 
Who thought the sun and moon and stars were 

gods. 
The poorer sort of them, that could get nought, 
Profess'd, like beggarly Franciscan fnars, 
And the strict order of the Capuchins, 
/ A voluntary, wretched poverty. 

Contempt of gold, thin fare, and lying hard 
Yet he that was most vehement in these, 
Diogenes, the cynic and the dog. 
Was taken coining money in his cell. 

Will Sum. What an old ass was that Me- 
thinks he should have coined carrot-roots rather ; 
for, as for money, he had no use for['t], except it 
were to melt, and solder up holes in his tub 
withaL 

Win. It were a whole Olympiad's work to tell 
How many devilish, ergo, armed arts. 
Sprung all as vices of this idleness : 
For even as soldiers not employed in wars, 
But living loosely in a quiet state — 
Not having wherewithal to maintain pride, 
Nay, scarce to find their bellies any food — 
Nought but walk melancholy, and devise. 
How they may cozen merchants, fleece young heirs, 
Creep into favour by betraying men, 
Rob churches, beg waste toys, court city dames, 
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Who shall undo their husbands for tlieir Bakes ; 
The baser rabble how lo cheat and steal, 
And yet be free Crom penalty of death : ' 
So these word-warriors, lazy star-gazera, 
Us'd to no labour but to louse themselves, 
Had their heads fill'd with cozening fantasies. 
Tliey plotted how to make their poverty 
Better esteem'd of than high sovereignty. 
They thought how tbey might plant a heaven on 

Whereof they would be principal low-gods ; ^ 
That heaven they called Contemplation ; 
Aa much to eay as a most pleasant sloth. 
Which better 1 cannot compare than this. 
That if a fellow, licensed to beg, 
Should all his lifetime go from fair to fair 
And buy gape-seed, having no business else. 
That contemplation, like an aged weed, 
£ugender'd thotuand sects, and all those sects 
Were but as these times, cunning shrouded rogues. 
Grammarians some, and wherein differ they 
From beggars that profess the pedlar's French 1 * 
The poets next, slovenly, tatter'd slaves, 
That wander and sell ballads in the streets. ' 



' A Boldier of this sorl, or ono pre(«nrliag M lie a soldier, 
ia ■ ch*rai;ter often met with in our alii comHlieH, lacb u 
Lioutensnl MawCKorm ami Ancient HautUv in "A M»d 
World, mj MsBU'ra." f»pt»in hVe iij " Him-Alle)," 
Ac. 

' {Dii minorri.] 

' Pedlar's Krenuh wu another name for tlic cnnl 1angiix|;e 
uied by vagalmnda. Wh»t pwlUn were niny lie judK™ 
from itie following dcwription of Ibem in "Tho Pedlar'» 
l'rapbec}r," a Mmndy priut«il in 1GU5, but olivioualy written 
either very early in the reign of Klixsbeth, or perliapa even 
in that of her ilaler — 
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Historiograjiliers others tliere be, 

And tUey, like lazara, lie ' by the higliway-siile, 

That for a penny or a halfpenny 

Will call each knave a good-fac'd gentleman, 

Give honour nnto linkers for good ale, 

Prefer a cobbler 'fore the black prince far, 

If he bestow but blnckJng on their shoes r 

And as it is the spittle-houses' guise 

<!)ver their gate to write their founders' names, 

Or on the outside of their walls at least. 

In hope by their example others mov'd 

Will be mora bountiful and liberal ; 

So in the forefront of their chronicles. 

Or peroraiione nprrit. 

They leamin^^'a benefactors reckon up. 

Who built this college, who gave that Iree schoo 

What king or queen aitvnnced scholars most, 

And in their times what writers flourished. 

Rich men and magistrates, whilst yet they live. 

They flatter palpably, in hope of gain. 

Sinooth-tongueil orators, tlie fourth in place — 

Lawyers our commonwealth entitles them — 

Mere swaah-biicklers and ruffianly mates. 

That will for twelvepenc* make & doughty fray, 

Set men for straws together by the ears. 

Sky -measuring mathematicians, 

O old-breathing alchemists also we have, 

Both which are subtle-witted humourists, 

That get their nieaU by letting iniracleB, 

Which they have seen in travelling the skies. 

Vain boasters, liars, makeshifts, they are all : 

Men that, removed from their ink-horn terms,^ 



' /nC-Aorn 18 a very common epithet of canlempt tor 
pedanUc and affietci) ciprcsiiani. The folloning, from 
Churcbysril'B "Clioii;«," «ig. Eel,, mIb it in iu true 

llRht^ 
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Bring forth no action worthy of tiieir hieaA. 
What should I apeak of palo physicians, 
Who as Fitiiiehug noil aataliu was 
(Upon a vager that his friends had laid} 
Hir'd to live in a privy a whole year, \ 

So are they hir'd for lucre and for gain, i 

All their whole hfe to smell on exci-emenls. ' 

Will Sum. Very true, for I have he«rd it 
for a proverb many a time and oft, Uine ot figti- 
dutrt; Fah ! he stinks like a physician. 

Win. Innumerable monstrous practices 
Hath loitering contemplation brought forth more, 
Which were too long particular to recite : 
Sufiice they all conduce unto this end. 
To banish labour, no'.irish sloth fulness. 
Pamper up lust, devise new-fangled sins. 
Nay, I will justify, there is no vice 
Which learning and vile knowledge brought not 
in, 
' Or in whose praise some learned have not wrote. 



It vinl oat of use with the diiiiu of ink-tionii. It would 
be ver; esay la mulUplj inaUnces where the word U em- 
ployed in oar old vriterH. tt most frequenUj ocoure in 
Wilton'* "Rhetoric," where ia inserled an upiatle compoied 
of tBt'horn tenni ; " Buche ■ letter as WjIIibui Sommer 
Uinself could not milic a iMlter for lliat |iurpo>e. Some 
will thinke. and Bwero it too, that there iieviT wii* ntiy iBoho 
I tbinE writlen : well, I will not foree any mm to brlcv« il, 
bat I will nie tbui muub. and ibjrde by it ion, the like have 
been made herelofare, itnd praiaed alrave ihc moonc." It 
open* thus— 

" Fonderyin)C. oxpendying, and revolulving with niyuulf, 
yuur u^erit aSabililee, und inj^cnioBS cifiacitce, for muQ- 
diino afikiree, 1 eannot but celebrate and eatolle yonr ma^- 
oiBtxIl dextvritee above all other ; for bo-w conld yon bare 
adopted Rueb illuElrate. prerogative, and dominicall aupe- 
rioiitec. if tho tecnndiicc of yuur ineinie had not been ao 
fertile and wonderfull pitgnanl ! ■'— Ko. 8«. edit. 1B5S. 
""%ou elscirbcrc calls llicm " iiil-ixit lennB." 
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The art of murder Machiavel hath peiin'd ; ^ 

Whoredom hath Ovid to uphold her throne, 

And Aretine of late in Italy, 

Whose Cortigiana teacheth ^ bawds their trade. 

Gluttony Epicunis doth defend, 

And books of the art of cookery confirm, 

Of which Platina hath not writ the least. 

Drunkenness of his good behaviour 

Hath testimonial from where he was born ; 

That pleasant work De Arte Bibendi, 

A drunken Dutchman spew'd out few years since. ^ 

Nor wanteth sloth, although slothes plague be 

want, 
His paper pillars for to lean upon.* 
The praise of nothing pleads his worthiness.* 






* [The popular idea at that time, and long afterwards, of 
Machiavclli, arising from a misconception of his drift in 
'* II Principe.'* See an article on this subject in Macau- 
lay s ** Essays."] 

* [Old copy, toucheih^ which may. of course, be right ; 
but the more probable word is that here substituted.] 

[The " Ebrictatis Encomium."] 
'erhaps the " Ima&re of Idleness," of which there was 
an edition in 1581. See Hazlitt's " Handbook," p. 291, 
and ibid. Suppl.] 

' Nash alludes to a celebrated burlesque poem by Fran- 
cisco Copetta, entitled (in the old collection of productions 
of the kind, made in 1548, and many times afterwards re- 
printed), *'Capitolo nel quale si lodano le Noncovelle. '* 
Some of the thoughts in Rochester's well-known piece seem 
taken from it. A notion of the whole may be formed from 
the following translation of four of the trrze rime — 

" Nothing is brother to primeval matter. 
'Ik>ut which philosophers their brains may batter 
To find it out, bat still tlieir hopes thej flatter. 

Its virtue is most wondrouHlj displaj'd, 
For in the Bible, wc all know, 'tis said. 
God out of nothing the creation made. 

Yol nothing has nor head, tail, Imck. nor shoulder. 

And ilio' tliHii the pnat IhxH it is older, 

Its sirrngth i.« surh, that all thingx Arst fhhW moulder. 
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Folly Erasmus sets a Houriali on : 

For baldness a bald ass I have forgot 

Patch'd up a pamphletary poriwig.' 

Slovenry Urobianua inagnifieth : * 

Sodomitry a cardmnl commends, 

And AriBtiOtle necessary deems. 

In brief, all books, divinity except, 

Are nought but tales of the devil's laws, 

Poison wrapt up in sugar'd words, 

Man's pride, damnation's props, the world's abuse. 

Then censure, ^ood my lord, what bookmen are : 

If they be [>estileut members in a state. 

He is unfit to sit at stern of state, 

That favours such as will o'erthrow his stat«. 

Blest is that government, where no art thrives ; 

Vor pojmli, vox Dei, 

The vulgar's voice it is the voice of God. 

Vet TulTy saitL, Jfon eit coaeilmm in vulffo, 

Ifon ratiu, wm tfuerimen, noil diffrrenlia, 

The vulgar have no learning, wit, nor sense. 

Themistocles, having spent all his time 

In study of philosophy and arts, 

And noting well the vanity of them, 

Wialr'd, with repentance for his folly |)a«s'<i, 

Some would teach him th' art of oblivion, 

How to forget the arts that he had leam'd. 

And Cicero, whom we alleged before, 

iAs saith Valerius), st«pping into old i^e, 
)espised learning, loathed eloquence. 



Cieur 6r Holikimi wu rmlVd ta Ik " 

[But >ricr all, bud not Nuh inoro prolubly m hie rccal 
Icclion Sir Bdward Dyer's '■ Prsiae of Nothing," a proBo 
trsGlprialed in lS85r] 

' [Sec Hulltt'B ■' HNudboak," v. Flcmiii);.] 

•[Allitrllnfc lr> Ihc "arobiannis et OroLiaD& " of Dcde 
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Naso, tliat could speak nothing but pure verse, 
And hail more wit than words to utter it. 
And words as choice as ever poet had, 
Cried and exciaim'd in bitter agony, 
When knowledge had corrupted hia chiiste mind : 
Discite, qui lapitit, non Awe qute Kma* inerla, 
SeJ trepvltit adet rtfera be/la uquO 
You that be wise, and ever mean to thrive, 
O, study not these toys we sluggards use. 
But follow arms, and wait on barbarous wars. 
' Young men, young boys, bewAre of schoolmasters ; 
They will infect you, mar you, blear your eyes ; 
Tliey seek to lay the curse of God on you, 
Namely, confusion of languages, 
Wherewith those that the Tower of Babel built 
Accursed were in the world's infancy. 
Latin, it was the speech of infidels ; 
Logic hath nought to say in a true cause ; 
Philosophy is curiosity ; 
And Socrates was therefore put to death, 
Only for he was a philosopher. 
Abhor, contemn, despise these damned snarc^i. 

Will Sum. Out upon it ! who would he a 
scholar 1 not I, I promise you: my mind always 
gave me this learning was such a filthy thing, 
which made me hate it so as I did. When I should 
have been at school construing, Batu. mi Jili, mi 
fili, mi SatU, I was close under a hedge, or under 
a barn-wall, playing at span-counter or jack-in-a- 
box. My master beat me, ray father beat me, my 
mother gave me bread and butter, yet all this 
would not make me a aquitter-book.' It was my 

' OTid's lines are these — 

" DlKlM. qol upltli. nDD rjnie not Hlmiu laertn, 
Bti Inpidu ul«. el lun cutn leqai." 
-'■Amornm/'Iib, iii. el. 8- 

'Tbeiuihorof "The World^s Polly," 1815. inoBjjuiWer- 
ttil in the anmi' soiwc lh»l Nash cmploya n/iiiu^r-boot : 
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ileBliny ; I thank her as a most courteous froddeas, 
thai she hath not cast me away iipon gihridge. O, 
ID what a mighty vein am I now against iiom- 
booke ! Here, before all thix compauy, 1 profess 
myself an open enemy to ink and i>aper, I'll 
make it good ujiou the accidence, bwly [of me,] 
that ill speech is the devil's paternoster. Nouns 
and pronouns, I pronounce yoii aa traitors to boys' 
buttocks ; syntaxis and prosodia, you are tor- 
mentors of wit, and good for nothing, but to get 
a schoolmaster twopence a-week. Han^. copies ! 
Fly out, phrase-books ! let pens be tum'd to pick- 
tootbs ! Bowls, canls, and dice, you are the true 
liberal sciences ! I'll ne'er be a goosequill, gentle- 
men, while I live. 

Sum. Winter, with patience unto my grief 
I have attended thy invective tale. 
So much untruth wit never shadowed : 
'Gainst her own bowels thou art's weapons tiim'st. 
Let none believe thee that will ever thrive. 
Words have their course, the wind blows where it 

lists. 
He errs alone iu error that persists. 
For thou 'gainst Autumn suck exceptions tak'st, 
I grant his overseer tliou shalt be, 
Uis treasurer, prot«ctor, and his staff; 
Ho shall do nothing without thy consent ; 
Provide thou for his weal and his contenL 

Win. Thanks, gracious lord ; so I'll dispose of bim. 
As it shall not repent you of your gift. 



"The prmam moliilr, wbicli gives motion Co thaae oTer- 

laraiDg irhcela of irickedneaB, mre thou tncri^entry iquittir- 

' r, mitciUed poel«." 

n "The Two Itilian Oentlemnn," the word tguitltrU- 

\ tnnt, or iquitltt-book, is found, ind with prccluty Ihc same 

nlBcklioci which Nosh givcg it-— 
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AUT. On such conditions no crown will I take. 
I challenge Winter for my enemy ; 
A most insatiate, miserable carl, 
That to fill up his garners to the brim 
Cares not how he endamage th the earth, 
What poverty he makes it to endure ! 
He overbars the crystal streams with ice, 
That none but he and his may drink of them : 
All for a foul Backwinter he lays up. 
Hard craggy ways, and uncouth slippery paths 
He frames, that passengers may slide and fall. 
Who quaketh not, that heareth but his name ? 
0, but two sons he hath worse than himself : 
Christmas the one, a pinchback, cutthroat churl. 
That keeps no open house, as he should do, 
Delighteth in no game or fellowship. 
Loves no good deeds, and hateth talk ; 
But sitteth in a comer turning crabs, 

' Or coughing o'er a warmed pot of ale. 

\ Backwinter th' other, that's his nown ^ sweet boy, 

\ Who like his father taketh in all points. 

■ An elf it is, compact of envious pride, 

;■ A miscreant bom for a plague to men ; 

^ A monster that devoureth all he meets. 

I Were but his father dead, so he would reign, 
Yea, he would go good-near to deal by him 
As Nebuchadnezzar's ungracious son. 
Foul Merodach^, by his father dealt : 
Who when his sire was turned to an ox 
Full greedily snatched up his sovereignty. 
And thought himself a king without control. 
So it fell out, seven years expir'd and gone, 
Nebuchadnezzar came to his shape again, 



* His nouTif instead of his own^ was not an uncommon 
corruption. So Udall — 

" Ilolde by his yea and nay, t>c his nownt white sonne." 

* [Old copy. FuUm€ro(larh.] 
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And difiposBetts'il him of tlie ieguii«nt ; ' 
Which my young prince, no little grieving at, 
When tliat his father shortly after died, 
Fearing lest he should come from death again, 
As he came Irom an ox to he a man, 
Will'd that his body, 'spoiled of coverture, 
Should be cast forth into the open fields, 
For birds and ravens to devour at will ; 
Thinking, if they bare, every one of them, 
A bill-ful of his flesh into their nusts. 
He could not rise to trouble him in haste. 

Will Sum. A virtuous son : and I'll lay my life 
on't he was a cavalier and a good fellow.* 

Win. Pleaseth your honour, all lie says is false. 
For my own part, I love good husbandry. 
But hate dishonourable covetise. 
Youth ne'er aspires to virtue's perfect growth, 
Till the wild oats be sown ; and so the earth, 
Until his weeds be rotted by my frosts 
Is not for any seed or tillage fit. 
He must be purged that hath surfeited : 
The fields have surfeited with summer fruits ; 
They must be purg'd, made poor, oppress'd witli 

Ere they recover their decayed pride. 
For overbarring of the streams wich ice, 

' Rtgimml has heun bo frequently atcA In tlie course of 
these vDlumeg, in ibe eeaae of gDremment or rale, ihal il is 
lurdly worlh s Dole. 

■ This i«, of cuiirae, spokeri ironicft1J:r, and of old, tbo 
exprenion yeod felloje horo s double aij^iiilicHlian, whicb 
■uavered the pnrpode of Will Summer. Thus, in Lord 
Bn>ok«'s "CntUci," loiinetaO— 

'• Onod /^lom, irbois mcD commnnljdDVGtll. 

Afttin. in Hejttood's " EriwHril IV. Part I.," sig. E 4— 
-' RiRo KDiriiD. Wb}. <l<»t tboH nM love vBoa/Memt 
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Who locks not poison from his children's taste ? 
When Winter reigns, the water is so cold, 
That it is poison, present death, to those 
That wash or bathe their limbs in his cold streams. 
The slipp'rier that ways are under us, 
The better it makes us to heed our steps, 
And look, ere we presume too rashly on. 
If that my sons have misbehaved themselves, 
A God's name, let them answer^t 'fore my lord. 

AUT. Now, I beseech your honour it may be so. 

Sum. With all my heart. Vertumnus, go for 
them. 

Will Sum. This same Harry Baker ^ is such a 
necessary fellow to go on errands as you shall not 
find in a country. It is pity but he should have 
another silver arrow, if it be but for crossing the 
stage with his cap on. 

Sum. To weary out the time, until they come. 
Sing me some doleful ditty to the lute, 
That may complain my near-approaching death. 

The Song. 

Adieu, farewell, eartKs bliss ; 
This world uncertain is : 
Fond are lifers lustful joys, 
Death proves them all but toys. 
None from his darts can fly : 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord, luive mercy on us / 

Etch men, trust not t7i wealth ; 
Gold cannot buy you health. 
Physic himMlf must fade : 
All things to end are mcule. 

^ Henry Baker was therefore the name of the actor who 
performed the part of Vertumnus. 
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Tlie plague ftdl swift goes by. 
I am sicky I must die. 

Lordy have mercy on us/ 

Beauty is but a flowery 
Which wrinkles will devour : 
Brightness falls from tlie air; 
Queens have died young and fair. 
Dust hath closed Helenas eye. 
I am sicky I must die, 

Lordy liave mtrcy on us / 

Strength stoops into the grave : 
Worms feed on Hector brave. 
Swords may not fight with fate: 
Earth still holds ope her gate. 
ComCf come, the hells do cry. 
I am sicky I must die. 

Lordy have m^cy on us / 
* 

Wit with his wantonness 
Tasteth deatKs bitterness. 
IlelVs extcutioner 
Hath nti ears to Juar, 
What vain art can reply. 
I am sicky I must die. 

Loi'dy have mercy on us! 

Haste therefore each degree 
To welcome destiny : 
Heaven is our heritagcy 
Earth but a players stage. 
Mount we unto the sky. 
I am sick, J must die. 

Lordy liave mercy on us ! 

Sum. Beshrew ine, but thy song hath moved 
me. 
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Will Sum. '*Lord, have mercy on us," lu»\v 
lamentable 'tis ! 



Enter VerTUMNUS, with CHRISTMAS ami 

Backwinter. 

Ver. I have despatched, my lord ; I have 
brought you them you sent me for. 

Will Sum. What say'st thou 1 hast thou made 
a good batch ? I pray thee, give me a new loaf ! ^ 

Sum. Christmas, how chance thou com'st not as 
the rest, 
Accompanied with some music or some song ? 
A merry carol would have grac'd thee well : 
Thy ancestors have us*d it heretofore. 

Christ. Ay. antiquity was the mother of ignor- 
ance : this latter world, that sees but with her 
spectacles, hath spied a pad in those sports more 
than they could. 

Sum. What, is*t against thy conscience for to 
sing? 

Christ. No, not to say, by my troth, if I may 
get a good bargain. 

Sum. Why, thou should'st spend, thou should'st 
not care to get : 
Christmas is god of hospitality. 

Christ. So will he never be of good husbandry. 
I may say to you, there is many an old god that 
is now grown out of fashion ; so is the god of 
hospitality. 

Sum. What reason canst thou give he should be 
left] 

Christ. No other reason, but that gluttony is a 
sin, and too many dunghills are infectious. A 

^ The joke here consists in the similarity of sound ha- 
tween detpatch and batch. Will Summers mistaking, or 
pretending to mistake, in consequence. 



I 



ANU TESTAMENT. 8l 

i IxiUy waa Dot niadi: for a iiowdi^riiig ln'i^f- 
I tub; to feed the poor twelve days, aiid let theui 
storVe &11 the year after, would but stretch out tlie 
KutB vider than they should be, and so make 
fiuniiie a bigger deu in their bellies than he liad 
before. I should kill an ox, and have some such 
fellow as Milo to come and eat it up at a mouth- 
ful ; or, like the Sybarites,' do nothing all one 
year but bid gueats against the next yt-ar. The 
scraping of trenchers you think would put a man 
to no charges : it is not a hundred pound a year 
would serre the scullion in dishclouts. My house 
stands upon vaults ; it will fall, if it be overladen 
with a multitude. Besides, have yon never read 
of a city that waa unilermined and destroyed by 
moles 1 So, say I, keep hospitality and a whole 
fair of beggars bid me to dinner every day. X^Tiat 
with making legs,' when they thank me at their 
going away, and settling their wallete handsomely 
on their backs, they would shake as many lice on 
the ground as were able to undermine my house, 
and uniio me utterly. Is it their prayers would , 
build it again, if it were overthrown by tliis ver- 
min, would iti I pray, who began feasting and ' 
Sirmaudis[ing] first, but Sanlanaimlua, Nero, 
eliogabalus, Commodus t tyrants, whoremasters, 
unthnfCa. Some call them emperors, but I respect 
no crowns but crowns in the purse. Any man 
may wear a silver crown that hatli made a fray in 
Smithfield, and lost but a piece of his brain-pan ; 
and to tell you plain, your golden crowns are little 



> [Old copf, Sj/balila.] 

* This ii Blill, as it «M tormerl;, lh« mode of degcribing 
the ivkward bowing of the lowerclnsa. In the "Dwith 
al Kobert Earl of Hunlinjfton," 1001, when Will Brand, a 
vulgir unaaiii, ii introduced to the king, the atage direction 
to the actor in the margin is, " M'dt Ligt." 
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better in substance, and many times got after the 
same sort. 

Sum. Gross-headed sot ! how light he makes of 
state ! 

AUT. Who treadeth not on stars, when they are 
falPn 1 
Who talketh not of states, when they are 

dead? 
A fool conceits no further than he sees, 
He hath no sense of aught but what he feels. 

Christ. Ay, ay ; such wise men as you come to 
beg at such fools' doors as wei)e. 

AUT, Thou shutt'st thy door; how should we 
beg of thee 1 
No alms but thy sink carries from thy house. 

Will Sum. And I can tell you that's as plenti- 
ful alms for the plague as the SheriflPs tub to them 
of Newgate. 

AUT. For feast thou keepest none ; cankers thou 
feed'st. 
The worms will curse thy flesh another day. 
Because it yieldeth them no fatter prey. 

Christ. What worms do another day, I care 
not, but rU be sworn upon a whole kilderkin of 
single beer, I will not have a worm-eaten nose, like 
a pursuivant, while I live. Feasts are but pufiing 
up of the flesh, the purveyors for diseases ; travel, 
cost, time, ill-spent. 0, it were a trim thing to 
send, as the Romans did, round about the world 
for provision for one banquet. I must rig ships 
to Samos for peacocks ; to Paphos for pigeons ; to 
Austria for oysters ; to Phasis for pheasants ; to 
Arabia for phoenixes ; to Meander for swans ; to 
the Orcades for geese ; to Phrygia for woodcocks ; 
to Malta for cranes ; to the Isle of Man for puffins; 
to Ambracia for goats ; to Tartole for lampreys ; 
to Egypt for dates ; to Spain for chestnuts — and 
all for one feast. 
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Will Sum. sir, you neeJ not ; you may buy 
them at London better ch«:ap. 

Christ, LiOeralitas liheralitatr jierit; Love Die 
little, and love me long ^ our feet must have 
wherewithal to feed the stones ; our backs, walls 
of wool to keep out the cold that besiegeth om- 
warm blood ; our doors must have bars, our doub- 
lets must have buttons. Item, for an old aword to 
scrape the stones before the docir with ; three half- 
pence for stitching a wooden tankard that wa^ 
burst. These water-bearers will empty the conduit 
and a man's coffers at on<:«. Not a porter that 
brings a man a letter but will bave his penny, I 
am afraid to keep past one or two servants, lest 
(hungry knaves) they should rob me ; and those I 
keep (I warrant) I do not pamper up too lusty. I 
keep them under with red herring and poor John 
all the year long. I have dammed up all my 
chimneys for fear (though 1 bum nothing but small 
coal) my house should be set on fire with the 
smoke. I will not dine " but once in a dozen year, 
when thei'e is a great rot of sheep, and I know not 
what to do with them ; I keep open house for all 
the beggars in some of my out-yards : marry, they 
must bring bread with them ; I am no baker. 

Will Sum. As good men as you, and have 
thought it no scorn to serve their 'prenticeships on 
the pillory. 

Sum. Wmter, ia this thy sou 'i Hear'st how he 
talks) 

Win. I am his father, therefore may not speak, 
But otherwise 1 could excuse his fault 

SvHL CljriHtmas, 1 tell thee plain, thou art ii 



' A proterb in [Uejirood'* " Bjitgnum.'' Ifi62. See Hu- 
1.1'a " ProTO-bi," IHOU, p. 270. UlU copy, tun Mr a Unit.} 
' [Old eapy, deny.] 
' The meaaitig of the word tnadgt ia eutly gnceted ia this 
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1 And were't not that w« love thy father well, 
\ Tbou shouldfit havf folt what 'longs to avarice. 

It is the honour of nobility 

To keep high-daya and eolemn festivals ; 

Then to set their msgnificence to view. 

To frolic open with their favourites, 

And use their neighbours with all courtwiy ; 

When thou in hnggermngger ' spend'at thy wealth. 

Amend thy manners, breathe thy rnstygold ; 

Bounty will win thee love, when thou art old. 
Will Sum. Ay, that bounty I would fain meet, 

to borrow money of ; he is fiurly blesa'd now-a- 

days, that 'scapes blows when he begs. Verlia 

ilandi et rtddtwii go together in the grammar rule : 

there is no giving but with condition of restoring. 

Ah! btnedieiU.- 

Well IB he hath no necessity 

Of gold nor of sustenance : 


L 


" Rhetoric." Ififl3, when be is speiking of ■ figure he calU 
dinwatvra, or moderEting llio cun»urc applied to Tioe« by 

" a nudge or pyndit-ptnny n good liiigband, a tbrifty man " 
(fo. 671. EUewhere he n-mart» : " Some rioUo muJs", hav- 
ing great wealth, go with their hoae out at heels, their ahocs 
out at toea. and their cotca out at both elbowea ; for who 
can tell if auch ncn are worth a grote when their apparel is 
BO homely, and all their liehavior eo baaef (fo. 8B.) The 
^[o^d ifl found in Todd'a Johuaoa, where Coles i< cited to 
show that *n«dgt meaiiB " one who bides himaelf in a house 

word b; any of our vrilcra are euhjoined. 

' Mr Stcetciw. in a nota to " Hamlet," aet iv. bc. S, mya 
thai he think* Shakespeare look the cipreasion of huggtr- 
viuggcT there used from North's PlaUrcb. but it was in 
BDch common use at the time that twenty aalhors could be 
easily quoted who employ it : it is found in Ascham. Sir J. 
Hannglfln, Greene. NaBh, Dekker. Toumeur, Ford, *c. In 
"The Meny Devil of Edmonton" also is the following 
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Slow good hap comes by chance ; 

Flattery beat fares ; 

Arts are but idle wares ; 

Fair words want giving bands, 

The Lenlo^ begs that liath no lands. 

Fie on thee, thou ecurvy knave, ' 

That hast nought, an<l yet goes brave : 

A prison be thy denthbed, 

Or be hang'd all save the head. 

Sum. Back-winter, stand forth. 

Vek. Stand forth, stand forth: hold np your 
head ; sjieak out. 

Back-win. What should I stand, or whither 
should I go 1 

Suu. Autumn accuses thee of sundry crimes. 
Which here thou art to clear or to confess. 

Back-win. With thee or Autumn have I nought 

I would you both were Imaged, face to face. 

Sum. Is this the reverence tliat tbou ow'sL to us 1 

Back-win. Why not I Wliat art thoul shalt 
thou always live 1 

AUT, It is the veriest dog iu Christendom. 

Win. That's for he barks at such as knave as 
thou. 

Back-win. Would I could bark the sun out of 
the sky ; 
Turn moon and stars to frozen meteors. 
And make the ocean a dry land of ice ! 
With tempest of my breath turn up high tretw. 
On mountains heap up second mounts of snow 
Which, melted into water, might fall down, 



' It a not our ^ gucw why Niuh ciuployed this Italian 
word inaUad of an English one. Iiralo meana taxg, atul 
though an ailjoctire, it is uaud here auliatantirely ; the 
meaning, ol course, U that tlic idle Icllow who has no Unde 
heg*. 
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^ As fell the deluge on the former world ! 

I I hate the air, the fire, the spring, the year, 

I And whatsoe'er brings mankind any good. 

^ O that my looks were lightning to blast fruits ! 
Would I with thunder presently might die. 
So I might speak in thunder to slay men. 
Earth, if I cannot injure thee enough, 
rU bite thee with my teeth. Til scratch thee thus : 
I'll beat down the partition with my heels. 
That, as a mud-vault, severs hell and thee. 
.Spirits, come up ! 'tis I that knock for you ; 
One that envies ^ the world far more than you. 
Come up in millions ! millions are too few 
To execute the malice I intend. 

Sum. sceltis inauditum, vox damnatorum / 
Not raging Hecuba, whose hollow eyes 
Gave suck to fifty sorrows at one time. 
That midwife to so many murders was, 
Us'd half the execrations that thou dost. 
Back-win. More I will use, if more I may pre- 
vail. 
Back -winter comes but seldom forth abroad, 
But when 'he comes, he pincheth to the proof. 
Winter is mild, his son is rough and stem : 
Ovid could well write of my tyranny. 
When he was banish'd to the frozen zone. 

Sum. And banish'd be thou from my fertile 
bounds. 
Winter, imprison him in thy dark cell. 
Or with the winds in bellowing caves of brass 
Let stem Hippotades * lock him up safe. 
Ne'er to peep forth, but when thou, faint and we^k. 
Want'st him to aid thee in thy regiment. 



* i.«., Hates. See note to " Merchant of Venice," act v. 

BC. 1. 

^ [Old copy, ffipporlatoB, The emendation was suggested 
hy Collier.] 
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Back-win. I will pee|) forth, tliy kingdom to 
aupplatit. 
My father I will quickly freeze to death, 
And then sole monarch will I sit, and ttiink, 
Uow I may banish thee as thou dost me. 

Win. 1 see my downfall written in his brows, 
Convey him hence to his assigned hell ! 
Fathers are given to love their eoua too well 

[£j^c Bauk-winter. 

Will Sum. No, by my troth, nor mothers 
neither : I am sure I could never find it. This 
Back-winter plays a railing part to no purpose : 
my small learning finds no reason for it, except as 
a back-wint«r or an after-wijiter is more raging, 
tempestuous, aud violent than the beginning of 
winter ; so he brings bim in stamping and raging 
OS if he were mad, when his father is a jolly, mild, 
uuiet old man, and stands still and does nothing. 
The court accepts of your meaning. You might 
have written in the mai^n of your play-book — 
" Let there be a few rushes laid ^ in the place where 
Back-winter shall tumble, for fear of 'raying* his 
olothes : " or set down, " Enter Back-winter, with 
his boy bringing a brush after liim, to take oif the 
dust, if need require." But you will ne'er have 
any wardrobe^wit while you live ; I pray you, hold 
the book well ; * [that] we be not turn plus in the 
latter end of tlie play, 

' Tlic reader is refvrred to " Romeo ind Juliet," act i. 
Bc. i, rttpFcting the Blrewlng of ni$ha on flrMira initlesd of 
carpeU. Tbougb nolbing bo uid upon llie aulject, it Ja evi- 
dent that Back-winter makta ■ rtaiilaaec befurc he is forced 
onl, and falU down in the struggle, 

' [Soiling : a eommon word in our early wrilera. Old 
copy, torajfinff.] 

■ I prag yon, hol<l tke book mil, was doubtlem ad. 
drwed to the prompler. nr as he is called in Ihc fallowing 
pasugs, from llie ImlucLion to Beu JonBon'g "Cjnthift'a 
licVL'U," lOOi, lUc boot-M-ler one of the children of 
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Sum. Tills is the last stroke my tongue's dock 
must strike. 
My last will, which I will that you perform. 
My crown I have disposed already of. 
Item, I give my >vitherM flowers and herbs 
Unto dead corses, for to deck them with. 

' My shady walks to great men's servitors, 
Who in their masters* shadows walk secure. 
My pleasant open air and fragrant smells 
To Croydon and the grounds abutting round. 
My heat and warmth to toiling labourers, 

" My long days to bondmen and prisoners, 
My short night[sl to young [unjmarried souls. 
My drought and thirst to drunkards' quenchless 

throats : 
My fruits to Autumn, my adopted heir : 
My murmuring springs, musicians of sweet sleep. 
To malcontents [who], with their well-tun'd ears,* 
Channell'd in a sweet falling quatorzain, 
Do lull their cares ^ asleep, listening themselves. 
And finally, words, now cleanse your course 

>Unto Eliza, that most sacred dame. 
Whom none -but saints and angels ought to name. 
All my fair days remaining I bequeath 
To wait upon her, till she be returned. 
Autumn, I charge thee, when that I am dead. 
Be prest ^ and serviceable at her beck. 
Present her with thy goodliest ripen'd fruits ; 
Unclothe no arbours, where she ever sat, 



Queen Elizabeth's chapel is speaking of the poet. ** We 
are not so officiously befriended by him as to have his pre- 
sence in the 'tiring house to prompt us aloud, stampe at the 
hookc-hM^Vy swcare for our properties, curse the poor tire- 
man, raile the musicke out of tune, and sweat for every 
veniall trespasse wc commit, as some author would." 

* [Old copy, cares. The word murmurirvj is, by an appa- 
rent error, repeated in the 4* from the preceding line.] 

« [Old copy, tart.] ' Ready. 
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Touc^ not ft tree tliou think'at she may pass by. 
And, Winter, witli thy writhen, frosty face, 
Smooth up tliy visagu, when thou look'st ou 

her ; 
Thou never look'at on such bright majesty, 
A chanced circle ilraw about her court, 
Wherein warm days may danwt, and no cold 

Ou seas let winds make war, not vex her rest ; 
Quiet enclose her bed, thought fly her breast. 
Ah, gracious queen I though summer piue away, 
Yet let thy flourishing stand at a stay. 
First droop this universal's aged frame, 
Ere any malady tliy strength should tame. 
Heaven raise up pillars to uphold thy hand, 
Peace may have still his temple in thy land. 
Lo ! I have said ; this is tlie total sum. 
Autumn and Winter, on your faithfulsoss 
For the iwrformance I do firmly build. 
Farewell, my friends : Summer bids you farewell ! 
Archers and bowlers, all my followers, 
Adieu, and dwell with desolation : 
Silence must be your master's mansion. 
Slow marching, thus descend I to the fiends. 
Weep, heavens ! mourn, earth ! here Summer ends. 

[Here the Satyrt and wood-nympht cixtry him ' 
iiul, sinking ai he came in. 

The &,„</. 

Aulvmn hath all the tummer's fruitful treanare; 
GoM it our tport, fied u poor Croj/don'g pleature ! 
Shari dayt, sharp daj/t, long nighit eome on apaot : 
Ah! who shall hide vsfroui the winter's fact f 
Colli doth ineniue, the sieknesi will not eeate, 
And hat t« lU, God knouia, mth little ease. 

From winter, plague, imd petlUener, good Lord, 
deliver H*/ 
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London doth mourn, Lambeth is quite forlorn ; 
Trades cry, woe ivorth that ever tliey were horn ! 
The want of term is town and dtt/s Juirm} 
Close chambers we do want to keep us warm. 
Long banislied must we live from our friends: 
This lotthbuiit 1u>use will bring us to our ends. 

From vrinterf plague, and pestilence, good Lord, 
deliver us ! 

Will Sum. How is't, how is't ? you that be of 
the graver sort, do you think these youths worthy 
of a plandite for praying for the queen, and singing 
the litany ? They are poor fellows, I must needs 
say, and have bestowed great labour in sewing 
leaves, and grass, and straw, and moss upon cast 
suits. You may do well to warm your hands with 
clapping before you go to bed, and send them to 
the tavern with merry hearts. 

Enter a little BOY with an Epilogue. 

Here is a pretty boy comes with an Epilogue to 
get him audacity. I pray you, sit still a little and 
hear him say his lesson without book. It is a good 
boy : be not afraid : turn thy face to my lord. 
Thou and I will play at pouch to-morrow morning 
for breakfast. Come and sit on my knee, and I'll 
dance thee, if thou canst not endure to stand. 

The Epilogue. 

Ulysses, a dwarf, and the prolocutor for the 
Grecians, gave me leave, that am a pigmy, to do 

^ This line fixes the date when *' Summer*B Jjast Will and 
Testament" was performed very exactly — viz., during 
Michaelmas Term, 1593 ; for Camden informs us in his 
" Annals," that in consequence of the plague, Michaelmas 
Term, instead of being held in London, as usual, was held at 
St Albans. 
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An embassage to you from the urancH. Gentlemen 
(for kings are no better), certain luimlile animals, 
called our actors, cummend them iiuto you ; who, 
what offence they have committed I know not 
(except it be in purloining some hours out of Time's 
treasury, that might have been Iwtter employed) 
but by me (the agent of their imperfections) they ' 
humbly crave paraon, if haply some of their terms 
have trotl awry, or their tongues stumbled unwit- i 

I tingly on any m»n'a content. In much corn is 
Bome cockle ; in a heap of coin here and there a I 
piece of copper; wit hath his dregs as well as \ 

I wine ; words their waete, ink his blots, every i 
speech his parenthesis ; poetical fury, as well cral» [ 
as sweetings for his summer fruits. Nemo tapii 
omtiihut hori». Their folly is deceased ; their fear 
is yet living. Nothing can kill aji afis but cold ; 

' cold entertainment, discouraging hcoSb, authorised 
disgraces, may kill a whole litter of young asses 
of them here at once, that hath travelled thus far 
in iinpudence, only in hope to sit a-sunning iji yonr 
smiles. The Romans dedicated a. temple to the 
fever quartan, thinking it some great god, because 
it shook them so ; and another to ill-fortntie in 
Esquiliis, a mountain in Rome, that it should not 
plague them at cards and dice. Your grace's 
fKtwns are to them shaking fevers ; your least dis- 

I favours the greatest ill-fortune that may betide 
them. They can build no temples but themselves 
And their best endeavours, with all prostrate reve- 

I rence, they here dedicate and offer up wholly to 

I your service. Su bonvt, 0, Jielixqaf tuit.' To make 

I the gods merry, the celestial clown Vulcan tnned 
his polt foot to the measures of Apollo's lute, and 
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danced a limping galliard in Jove's starry hall : to 
make you merry, that are gods of art and guides 
unto heaven, a number of rude Vulcans, unwieldy 
speakers, hammer-headed clowns (for so it pleaseth 
them in modesty to name themselves) have set 
their deformities to view, as it were in a dance 
. here before you. Bear with their wants ; lull 
melancholy asleep with their absurdities, and 
expect hereafter better fruits of their industry. 
Little creatures often terrify great beasts : the 
elephant flieth from a ram : the lion from a cock 
and from fire ; the crocodile from all sea-fish ; the 
whale from the noise of parched bones. Light 
toys chase great cares : the great fool Toy hath 
marr*d the play. Grood night, gentlemen ; I go. 

\Lti him he carried away,^ 
Will Sum. Is't true, jackanapes ? do you serve 
me so ? As sure as this coat is too short for me, 
all the points of your hose for this are condemned 
to my pocket, if you and 1 e'er play at span-counter 
more. VaUte, spectator es : pay for this sport with 
a plaudite, and the next time the wind blows from 
this corner, we will make you ten times as merry. 

Barharus hie ego sum, quia non intelligor uUi, 



^ These words, which arc clearly a stag^ direction, and 
which show how mere a child delivered the Epilogue, in the 
old copy are made part of the text. 
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" The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington" and 
" The Death of Robert Varl of Huntington " » were both 
formerly ascribed to Thomas Hey wood, on the always 
disputable authority of Kirkman the Bookseller. The 
discovery of the folio account-book of Philip Henslowe, 
proprietor of the Rose theatre on the Bank-side, enabled 
Malone to correct the error.* The following entries in 
Henslowe's MSS. contain the evidence upon the sub- 
ject : — 

•' Feb. 1697-8.— The first part of Roi>in Hood by Anthony 

Mundy. 
*' The second part of the Downfall of Earl Hantington, 

sirnamed Robinhood by Anthony Mandy and Henry 

Chettle." 

It is to be observed that what Henslowe mentions as 
*' the second part of the Downfall of Earl Huntington" 
is in fact the play called on the printed title-page 

^ Malone originally sapposed the plays to be by Heywood, 
and so treated them. In the last edit of Shakespeare by 
Boswell (iii. 99) the mistake is allowed to remain, and in a 
note also " The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington " is 
quoted as Heywood's prodaction. 

* Ritson, in his '* Robin Hood," I. li. et aeq.^ g^ves some 
quotations from them, as by Munday and Chettle. 
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" The Death of Robert Earl of Iliintiii^'torj." Heiu-o 
we find that Anthony Miinday wrote the first part or 
" Downfall'* alone, and the second part or " Death" in 
conjunction with Henry Chettle: nevertheless there is 
a memorandum by Ilenslowe, by which it seems that 
Chettle had something to do also with the first part. 
It is in these terms: — 

**Lent unto Robarte Shawe the 18 of Novemb. 1698, to 
lend unto Mr Cheattle upon the mcndin;^ of The 
First Part of Robart Hoode, the sum of x«. " 

The loan here mentioned was perhaps in anticipa- 
tion of " the mending ;" and Malone subsequently met 
with the following notice : " For mending of Robin 
Hood for the Corte ;" which might be written after the 
improvements, considered necessary before the perform- 
ance of the play at Court, had been completed. 

Anthony Munday must have been bom in 1553, for 
the monument to him in the Church of St Stephen, 
Coleman Street, states, that at the time of his death, 
10th August 1633, he was eighty years old. From the 
inscription we likewise learn that he was **a citizen 
and draper." In 1589 he lived in the city, and dates 
hia translation of " The History of Palmendos" " from 
my house in Cripplegate." That he carried on the busi- 
ness of a draper, or had some connection with the trade 
as late as 1613, may be gathered from the following 
passage at the close of " The Triumphs of Truth," the 
city pageant for that year, by Thomas Middleton : 
"The fire-work being made by Maister Humphrey 
Nichols, a man excellent in his art ; and the whole 
work and body of the Triumph, with all the proper 
beauties of the workmanship, most artfully and faith- 
fully performed by John Grinkin ; and thoBe fumtsheci 
wUh apparel and porters by Anthony Munday, Gentle- 
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Tlie style ot "genlleinKn" vrag probiibly giveu 
to hiiu with reference to the proilnctioiiB of his pen. 

At what date he acquired the title of " poet to the 
city" doea not appnar: he wrote the Lord Mayor's Pa- 
geant in 1(105 ; but he had certainly earlier been similarly 
employed, ae Ben Joneon introduces him in that capa- 
city in " The Cmb is Altered," which waa written in 
the end of 1&98 or begin:iingof 1599.' He there throws 
Bome ridicule npon Don Antonio Balladino (ax be callH 
Munday), and Mr Oifford was of opinion that Middle- 
ton meant to censure him in his " Triumplu of Truth," 
' of c 



as the impudei 

but this is hardly c 

ton introduces of Munday n 



ity pageants ; 
with the mention Middle- 
the close of that perfon 



Besides, DeUcT wrote the pageant for the year 
1613, immediately preceding that for which Middleton 
was engaged ; and that Mimday was not in'diarepute is 
obvious from the fact that in 1614, 1S15, and 16ie, bis 
pen was again in request for the same purpose. 

Whatever might have been Mnnday's previous life, 
in the year 1^2 he was placed in no very enviable 
situation. He had been mainly instrumental in detect- 
ing the Popish Conspiracy in that year, whicb drew 
down upon him the bitter animosity of the Jesuits. 
They charged him in their publications (from whicJi_ 



> Mr Oiffi)rd fell into oa error (Ben Jonson, vi. 820) in 
stating that "The Case Is Altered" "should bave alood at 
the head of Jonson's vorks, had chronology only been eon- 
salted." Intho"Lifeo[IieD JoDBoa,"herGreTaLaHeii«lowe's 
papers to prove that "Every Man in his Bumour" was 
written in 1596, and in "The Case is Altered," Ben Jonaon 
expressly quotes Meres' "Palladis Tamia,'' "tuch was not 
published until ISSS. Nuh's"Laulen StuO"," affords evi. 
denee that " the witty play of ' Tbe Case is Altered ' " was 
popatar in 1GB9. 

VOL. VIII. a 
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extracts may be seen in Mr A. Chalmers' " Biographical 
Dictionary," and elsewhere) with havinf» been " first a 
stage-player and afterwards an apprentice," and after 
being "hissed from the stage" and residing at Rome, 
with having returned to his original occupation. Mun- 
day himself admits, in the account he published of 
Edmund Campion and his confederates, that he was 
"some time the Pope's scholar in the Seminary of 
Rome," but always stoutly denied that he was a Roman 
Catholic. Perhaps the most curious tract upon this 
subject is that entitled, " A breefe and true reporte of 
the Execution of certaine Traytours at Tiborne the 
xxviii, and xxx dayes of May 1682. Gathered by A. M. 
who was there present." He signs the Dedication at 
length " A. Munday," and mentions that he had been a 
witness against some of the offenders. The |)ersons he 
saw executed were, Thomas Foord, John Shert, Robert 
Johnson, WiUiam Filbie, Luke Kirbie, Lawrance Rich- 
ardson, and Thomas Cottom ; and he seems to have been 
publicly employed to confute them at the foot of the 
gallows, and to convince the populace that they were 
traitors and Papists, denying the supremacy of Queen 
Elizabeth. He there had a long dispute with Kirbie 
upon matters of fact, and, according to his own showing, 
was guilty while abroad, at least of a little duplicity. 
He notices having seen Captain Stukely at Rome, who 
was killed at the Battle of Alcazar in 1578. In the 
conclusion he promises his " English Romaine Lyfe '' 
" so soon as it can be printed," in which he purposes to 
disclose the " Romish and Sathanical juglings " of the 
Jesuits. 

Munday was a very voluminous author in verse and 
prose, original and translated, and is certainly to be 
reckoned among the predecessors of Shakespeare in 
dramatic composition. His earliest work, as far as can 
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e now aBCertainwl. wns "Tht Mirror of Mubibilily," 
1579, when he waa iu his 28lli year ; he jBdicateB it to 
the Earl of Oxford, and perhaps then belonged to the 
company of players of that nobleniau, to witiuh he hiul 
again attached hiitiself on his return from Italy.' Tlie 
Council Registers show that this noljleman hod a coin- 
pan; of players under bia proleution in 1S7G. Muuday's 
"Banquet of Dainty Conceits" was printed in 1688, anil 
we particularise it, l-eemise it was tinknown to Anie«, 
Uerliert, and Ritaon. Catolc^ues and speciiueaa of \tU 
other undramatic works may be found iu " BiLliographiH 
Poetica,""Ceiisura Litentria," " British Bibliographer,"' 
&c. The earliest pruiae of Munday is contained iu 
W«bl)e'8 ■'Discourse of English Poutrie," 1586, where 
his "Sweete Sobs of Sheepheardes and Nyiuphcs" is 
especially pointed oat aa "very rare poetrie," Fnuicia 
Meres, in lfi98 {•■ PalladiBToiuia," fo. 2B3, U], euuiuerut- 
ing many of the best dramatic poelaof his day, including' 
Shakespeare, Heywoud, Chapman, Porter, Lodge, dec, 
gives Anthony Munday the praise of being " our best 
plotter," a distinction that excited the spleen of Ben 



' On the tiClB-page of his traosUtiou of "Pilmerin of 
England," the third Jiart of which bean date in 1SD2. he is 
called " one oE the Ucsscngers of her Majesty's Chamber ; '' 
but how. sad at what date bo oblained this "small court 
appoinlmcnt." we arc without information. Perhaps i( was 
giTon to him aa a reward for his services in 1592. 

' Uunday ilid not always publish under bis own name, and 
according to Ritaon, whose authority has often been qaoUid 
on thia point, translated " The Orator, written in French by 
Alexander Silvayn," uuder the name of Lararus Plot, from 
the dedicilian Id which it may be inferred that he bad been 
in the army. " A ballad made by Ant. Handay, of the en. 
conragcment of an English soldier to hia fellow males," was 
licenced ta John Charlewood, in 1579. 
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Jonaon in liis " Cjise is Altered," more' particularly, as 
he was omitted. 

•Nearly all the existing information respecting Anthony 
Munday's dramatic works is derived from Henslowe's 
papers.* At what period he began to write for the stage 
cannot be ascertained : the earliest date in these MSS. 
connected with his name is December 1597 ; but as he 
was perhaps a member of the Earl of Oxford's theatrical 
company before he went abroad, and as he was certainly 
at Ronie prior to 1578, it is likely that he was very early 
the author of theatrical performances. In the old cata- 
logues, and in Langbaine's " Momus Triumphans,'* 1688, 
a piece called *' Fidele and Fortunatus" is mentioned, 
and such a play was entered at Stationers' Hall, Nov. 
12, 1584. There is little doubt that this is the same 
production, two copies of which have been discovered, 
with the running title of "Two Italian Gentlemen,*' 
that being the second title to " Fidele and Fortu- 
natus'' in the Register. Both copies are without 
title-pages ; but to one of them is prefixed a dedi- 
cation signed A. M., and we may with tolerable cer- 
tainty conclude that Anthony Munday was the author 
or translator of it, and that it was printed about the 
date of its entry on the Stationers' Books. It is pretty 
evident that the play now reprinted from the only 
known edition in 1601 was written considerably before 
1597-8, the year when it is first noticed in the accounts 
of the proprietor of the Rose. The story is treated 
with a simplicity bordering upon rudeness, and his- 
torical facts are perverted just as suited the purpose of 
the writer. Whether We consider it as contemporary 

' [See the more copious memoir of Munday by Mr Collier, 
prefixed to the Shakespeare Society's edit, of his " John-a- 
Kent," &c., 1851.] 
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with, or pruuetliiig the pmliictioiiB of the tmiile ulaaa bj- 
Shokeepeaic, it ia a relic of Iii^h iatvnet, aud nearly all 
the sylvan portiona of the I'layi in which Bohin Hood 
and hU " meny men " ate engaged, nre of no ordinary 
beauty. Some uf the seriouH scctii^ are also extremely 
well written, and tlie bliuik-vcrae, iuterpcreed witli 
ThymeB, as waa usual in oar earlier draiiias, liy no ineoiia 
inhanuouious. 

The subsequent catalogue of plays whkh MunJay 
WTot«, either alone or in conjunctiou with others, in 
derived from the materials supplied by Malone, 

1. Mother Redcap, by Anthony Miinday and Michael 
Drayton. Decemlnir 1697. Not printed.' 

a The Downfall of Robert Earl of Uuutinytou, by 
Anthony Muuday. February 1597-8, Printetl in 1601. 

3. The Death of Robert Earl of Huntin^u, by 
Anthony Munday and Henry Cliettle. February 
1697-8. Printed in l&H. 

4. The Funeral of Richard Cor«leiion, by Robert 
Wilson, Henry Cheltle, Anthony Mmiday, and Michael 
Drayton. May 1598, Not prinleiL 

6. Valentine and Onori, by Riclutnl Ualliwaye and '^ 
Anthony Munday. July 1698. Not printeil. 

5. Chauce Medley, by Robert Wilaon, Anthony Hun- 
day, Hichoel Drayton, and Thomas Dekkvr. August 
1508. Notpnnted. 

7. Owen Tudor, by Michael Dniylon, RiclianI 
Hatbwayo, Anthony Munday, and Robert Wilson. 
January I599>lWtO, Not printed. 

8. Fair Coitatuuce of lUime, by Anthony Munday, 
Richard Hnlliwaye, Michael Drayton, and Thomas 
Dtkker. June 160l>. Not printed. 



' That is, no priiileil copy bus vet btcn i 
alihaugh il may haic I'luiucd iLrou^h the press. 
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9. Fair CouslnTicc of Rome, Part II., by the same 
authorB. June 160(>. Not printed. 

10. Tlie RiBing of Cardinal Wolsey,^ l)y Anthony 
Mnnday, Micliael Drayton, Henrys Chettle, and Went- 
worth Smith. November 12, 1601. Not printed. 

11. Two Ilaqiies, by Thomas Dekker, Michael Dray- 
ton, Thomas Middleton, John Webster, and Anthony 
Munday. May 1602. Not printed. 

12. The Widow's Charm, by Anthony Munday. July 
1602. Printed in 1607, as Mah)ne conjectured, under 
the title of " The Puritan or Widow of Watling Street," 
and ascribed to Shakespeare. 

13. The Set at Tennis, by Anthony Munday. 
December 1602. Not printed.* 

14. The first part of the Life of Sir John Oldcastle, 
by Anthony Munday, Michael Drayton, Robert Wilson, 
and Richard Hathwaye. 

Of the last, twv> editions were published in 16(K), the 
one with, and the other without, the name of Shake- 
speare on the title-page ; but Mr Malone discovered, 
from the Registers of the Stationers' Company, that he 
was not concerned in it. Whether Mundav wrote anv 
plays subsequent to the date to which Henslowe's papers 
extend, is not known. 

Such particulars as have come down to us reganling 
Henry Chettle will l>e prefixed to ** The Death of the 
Earl of Huntington," the second part of the play now 
reprinted. 



1 In Ucnalowe^s MSS. this play is also called, '* The First 
part of Cardinal Wolsey." 

* In 1«20 was printed " The World toss'd at Tennis, by 
Thomas Middleton and William Rowley.'* Perhaps it is the 
same play, and Munday had a share in the authorship of it. 
[This is not at all prol)ahIc.l 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE.* 

Sk ELTON. 

Sib John Eltuam. 

King Richard the Fiust. 

Prince John. 

Robert Earl of Huntington. 

Little John. 

Scarlet. 

Scatulock. 

Friar Tuck. 

Much, the Clown. 

Leicester. 

Richmond. 

Sausbury. 

Chester. 

Sentloe. 

FlTZWATKR. 

Lacv. 

Sir Hugh Lacv. 
Sir Gilbert Broughton. 
Bishop of Ely. 
Prior of York. 
Justice Warm an. 
Warman's Cousin. 
Halfh. 
Jailor of Nottitif/ham, Sheriff, Mesucngcr^ Boijy Collicrg, tic. 
Queen Elinor. 
Matilda, Pitzioatert Daughter. 
War.man*8 Wife. 
Old Woman. 



1 There is no li.*it of characters prefixed to the oM copy. 



THE DOWNFALL OF 
ROBKRT EARL OF HUNTINGTON. 



ACT 1., SCENE 1. 

Enter SiR JoJlN EltiiAM, and knot-h at SkELTON's 



door} 



Sir John. How, Ma.ster Skeltoii ; what, at study 
hard 1 [OjHns the door. 

Skel. Wolcomc and wish'd-for honest Sir Jolm 
Eltham. 
1 have sent twite, and either time he miss'd 
That went to seek you. 
i Elt. So full well he might : 



^ This forms the Induction to the play, which parporU 
to have been written to be performed before Henry VlII.. 
by Sir Thomas Mantle, who performed Robin Hood, by Sir 
John Eltham, who played the part of Little John, by Skelton, 
who acted Friar Tuck, by " Little Tracy," as he is called, 
who supported the character of Maid Marian, and others, 
whose names arc not mcntioneil. The whole is only sup- 
posed to be a rehearsal prior to the representation of the 
piece l>cfore the kin;;, and in the course of it Skelton and 
Sir John Eltham have various critical and explanatory 
interlocutions, skelton. it will Ik; observed, also under- 
takes the duty of iiitorprotini^ the otherwise "inexplicable 
dumb-show." TIh' M copy is not divided into act« and 
nccnop. 
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These two hours it pleased his majesty 
To use my service in surveying maps, 
Sent over from the good King Ferdinand, 
That to the Indies, at Sebastian's suit, 
Hath lately sent a Spanish colony. 
* Skel. Then 'twill trouble you, 
After your great affairs, to take the pain 
Tliat I intended to entreat you to, 
About rehearsal of our ^ promised play. 

Elt. Nay, Master Skelton ; for the King him- 
self. 
As we were parting, bid me take great heed 
We fail not of our day : therefore, I pray, 
Send for the rest, that now we may reliearse. 
Skel. O, the}' are ready all, and dress'd t^) 
play. 
What part play you 1 
' Elt. Why, 1 play Little John, 
An<l came on puq)ose with this green suit. 

Skel. Holla, my masters ! Little John is come. 
[At every door all tlie platfci's run out, some 
crying " Where 7 where 1 " others, " Welcome , 
Sir John : " among othei*s the hoys and 
Clown. 
Skel. Faith, little Tracy, you are somewhat 
forward : 
What, our Maid Marian leaping like a lad ? 
If you rememl)cr, Robin is your love — 
Sir Thomas Mantle yonder — not Sir John. 
~ ■ Clown. But, master, Sir John is my -fellow, for 

I am 
Much the miller's son, am I not? 
» Skel. I know ye are, sir ; 
And, gentlemen, since you are thus prepar'd. 
Go in, and bring your dumb- scene on the stage ; 



* [Old ropy, t/nnr.] 



KARL OK HUNTINGTON. 



Anil I, as proltigiic, purpose to express 
The ground whereon our history is laid. 

[JSfeevnl. Mancnt SKKL'mN ami SiR JoHN. 



TruTfipett sound. Enter firU KiNG RiCHARD, teith 
drum ami aneirnt, givinif El.y n purst anil 
Ktjitre; hit mother, amf hrotlier JoHN, CHES- 
TER, Leicester, Lacy, nthfrt at tht King's 
appointment daing vvereiwr. The KiNG got*, 
in: prritHlli/ "Ely euemdi th" ehiiir .■ Chestkr, 
John, and tltt QuEEN part ditpleantnflg. 
Enter Robert Earl of Huntington, iead- 
M'P Marun ; fnllow) him Warman, mid afier 
Warman the Prior ; Warman rver ftatterivg 
and making eourlety, fating yi/te of the Prior 
hehinil an-l hii manter hffort. I'uiNCE JoHN 
aittn, nffrrHh to tabe MajcIAN. Queen 
Elinor mlei-n, ofertTtg U> pvll BODtN friim 
het- ; but theg enfoUi each other, and tit dmen 
ifithin tht curtain*. WaRMAN ict/A lite PRIOR, 

Sir Hucn Lacy, Lord Sentloe, and Sir 
Gilbert BbouoHTON fnld Itands, and drawing 
the eurtaint, all {but the Prior) nUer, and are 
kindlg received bg RoBIN Hoon, T/c curtains 
are again nhuf. 

Skel. Sir John, once more, bid your dumb 
shows come in. 
That, as they pass, I may explain them all. 

A'liter King RicHARn, rf-c. ' 

Richard, call'd C'<pur de Lion, takes his leave, 
Like the Lord's champion, 'gainst tho pagan foes. 



I ^ 



t 



I 
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Tliat Spoil Jiicla and rich Palestine. 
The rule of England and his princely seat 
He leaves with Ely, then lord chancellor ; 
To whom the Mother Queen, her son, Prince John 
* Chester, and all the peers are sworn. 

[Exit Richard cum milUibuft. 



Ely ascends tfie cJuiir. 

Now reverend Ely, like the deputy 

Of God's great deputy, ascends the throne ; 

Which the Queen Mother and ambitious John 

.Repining at, raised many mutinies : 

And how they ended, you anon shall hear. 

[KxfHiit om/ies. 



Enter ROBERT EaRL OF HUNTINGTON, leadinq 

Marian, dbc ^ 

This youth that leads yon virgin by the hand 
(As doth the sun the morning richly clad) 
Is our Earl Robert or your Robin Hood, 
That in those days was Earl of Huntington. 
The ill-faced miser, bribed in either hand, 
Is Warman, once the steward of his house. 
Who, Judas-like, betrays his liberal lonl 
Into the hands of that relentless Prior, 
Call'd Gilbert Hood, uncle to Huntington. 
Those two, tliat seek to part these lovely friends. 
Are Elinor the queen an<l John the i)rincc : 
She loves Eiirl Robert, he Maid Marian ; 
But vainly, for their dear affect is such, 
As only death can sumler their true loves. 



' [The direction inserted on p. 1<>7 is repeated in full in 
the r.] 



■■ IIUNTIS'GTON, 



l«!t 



Long had tliey lovVI. ainl now it is agrecii, 

This day they must be troth-plight, aher wed. 

At Huntington's fair house a feast is held ; 

But envy turns it to a house of tears ; 

For those false guests, con^iring with the Prior;— 

To whom Earl Robert greatly is in debt, 

Mean at the banquet to betray the earl 

Unto a heavy writ of outlawry. 

The manner and egcape you all shall see, 

. Elt. Which all, good Skelton 1 

' Sk£L. Why, all these lookers on ; 

Whom if we please, the king will sure be iileos'd. 

Look to your entrance ; get you in, HiT John. 

[Exit Sir John, 
My shift is long, for I play Friar Tuck ; 
Wherein, if Skelton have but any luck, 
He'll thank his hearers oft with many a duck. 
■ For many talk of Robin Hood, ibat never shot in 

his bow, 
t But Skelton writes of Robin Hood what he doth 

tndy know,' 

Therefore I pray ye,- 
Contentedly stay ye,- 
And take no offending,- 
But sit to the ending,- 
Likewifio I desire 
Ye would not admire 
My rhyme, ao I shift ; 
For tliis is my drift, 

> TbU U in some sort 
provMli, which ia thus giv 

•' Umdj Ulk of RolilD Hood, that oenr that In hit bow, 
And DUT Itlli of UUk JabD, ib*i nvTsr <IJa him koow.'- 
)t ii ftlso fauml in Ciim<lsn'a " RcmunA," \iy I'hilpot, lC3fl, 
p. 302, thuugli the two lineB, obviously aDiineet«l in sense, 
«rc there «e|>arKl<nt. [See also Hazlitl'a " rrorcrU," 1808, 
p. 270.) 



,^- 
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So inouglit I W(;ll thrive 
To make ye all blithe : 
But if ye once frown, 
Poor Skelton goes down ; 
His labour and cost, 
He thinketh all lost 
In tumbling of lx>oks 
Of marry-go-looks. 
The Sheriff with staves, 
With catchpoles and knaves, 
Are coming, I see : 
High time 'tis for me, 
To leave off my babble 
And fond ribble-rabble. 
Therefore with this court'sy 
Awhile I will leave yi*J 



* ThiB sort of verse, from the frequent use of it iniule by 
Skelton in his poems, acquired the name of Skeltonic or 
SkcUonimi, According to the manner in which the poet's 
character Is drawn, he could not avoid fall in i^ into the use 
of it, even out of its place, in the course of the play ; and of 
this a singular instance is given after the capture and dis- 
covery of Ely, when Sir John Eltham, in one of the inter- 
locutions, complains of Skelton that in performing the 
part of Friar Tuck he fell — 

"Intn the vein 
or ribble-rabble rhime» SkeltoDical. " 

In 1589 was published a tract with the following curious 

title— 

" A Skeltonical saluUtion, 
Or coodiRoe gratulatlon, 
And just Yexation 
or the Spanish nation ; 
That in bravado 
Spent many a cnuado 
In setting forth an Armado 
England to invado." 

The whole piece is in this kind of verse. A copy of it is 
in the British Museum. 

Puttenhani, speaking of poetry of this sort, says: '*Such 
were the rimes of Skelton (usurping the name of Poet 
Ijaurcat), being in deede but a rude, rayling rimer, and all 



EAKL OF HlTNTINuroN. 



Enter, <u it mw« in ktuti; the Prior of York. (Ac 
SUEHIFF, Justice Wabman, SleH-anl to UOBIN 
Hood. 



iVar. I thank you, my LonI Prior. I niiiut 
away, 
To shun auspiciou ; but be resolut«. 
And we will take him, have no doubt of it. 

Prior. But is Lord Sentloe and the other come? 

Wak, Loni Sentloe, Sir Hugh Lacy, and Sir 
Gilbert B rough toih— 
Are there, and as they pmrnia'd you last night. 
Will help to take him, whmi the Sheritf comes. 

IJixit Warman. 

Prior, Awhile, farewell, and thanks to them 
and you. 
Come, Master Sheriff, the outlawry is proclaim'd, 
Send therefore quickly for more company, 
And at the back-gate we will enter in. 

Sher. We sh^ have much ado, I am afraid. 

Prior. No, they are very merry at a feaat ; 
A feast where Marian, daughter to Lord Lacyr 
Is troth-plighted to wasteful Huntington ; 
And at llie feast are my especial friends, 
Whom he suspects not Come, we'll have him, 



Lis doiDgi ridiculoug ; he used liotb Hhort digl^ncci Bud 
ahort meuiirei, ptenaiiig aiielj lo tbfl popular care: in our 
Dourtl; miker we baniab tbem utterly. —^lU uf Enuliili 
Poaie. 1G89, p. S9. 



• r' 
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And for your i)aiiis liere is a hundred marks. 
Sher. I thank your lordship : well be diligent. 

[ICxeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter ROBIN HoOD, Little John following him ; 
the one Karl of Huntington^ tfie other his ser- 
vanty Robin Juivhig his napkin on his sfioulder, 
as if lie were suddenly raised from dinner. 

Rob. H. As I am outlawM from my fame and 
state, 
Bo this day outlawed from the name of days. 
Day luckless, outlaw luckless, both accursM ! 
[Flings away his napkin and luit, and sitteth down. 
Lit. John. Do not forget your honourable state, 
Nor the true noblesse of your worthy house. 

Rob. H. Do not persuade md ; vain as vanity 
Are all thy comforts : I am comfortless. 
* Lit. John. Hear me, my lord, 
t Rob. H. What shall I hear thee say 1 
Already hast thou said too much to hear : 
Already hast thou stabbed me with thy tongue, 
And the wide wound with words will not be closM. 
Am I not outlawed by the Prior of York 1 
Proclaimed in court, in city, and in town 
A lawless person ? this thy tongue reports. 
And therefore seek not to make smooth my grief ; 
For the rough storm thy windy words have raised, 
Will not be calm'd, till I in grave be laid. 
• Lit. John. Have patience yet. 
«^'* . ' Rob. H. Yea, now indeed thou speakest. 

, Patience hath power to bear a greater cross 
<. Than honour s spoil or any earthly loss. 
' Lit. John. Do so, my lord. 
" Rob. H. Ay, now I would begin : 
But see, another scene of grief comes in. 



Knirr MaHIiVN.' 

Mar. Why is my lord so ami t whirefoi-f so somi, 
So suddenly, arose ye from the bounl ( 
Ai&n, my Robin ! what ilistempuring grief 
OrinttH up tlif roseate colour of thy cheeks t 
Why art thou silent 1 answer ma, :ny love. 

Rob. H. Let him, let him, let hiui make thee as 
sad. 
He hath a tongue can banish theu from Joy, 
And chase thy crimaon colour from thy t-heeks. 
Why speak'sl ihou not ? I pray thee. Little John, 
Let the short atory of my long <iifitres8 
Be utter'd in a word. What, mean'st thou to 

protract I 
Wilt thou not apeak 1 then, Marian, list to mt;. 
This day thou wert a maid, and now a apousi), 
' .\non, poor bouI, a. widow thou must I* 1 
Thy Robin is an outlaw, Marian ; 
His goods and land must be extended on, 
Himself exil'd from thee, thou kept from him 
By the lung distance of unnumbered miles. 

[,^/>^ tinkjf in hin armi. 
Faiiit'st thou at this 1 speak to me. Marian : 
My old love, newly met, part not so soon ; 
We have a little time to tarry yet. 

M.iR. If but a little time, let me uot stay. 
Part we to-day, then will I die to-day ! 

Lit. John, For shame, my lord ! with conragi- 
of a man 
* Bridle this over-grieving passion;— 
Or else dissemble it to comfort her. 

Rob. H. I like thy counsel. Marian, clear these 
clouds, 

' Matililn ia here, knd eUcwbore, railed Hiriin, liefore in 
fuel she takes that name; aa>l kftcr ebe bun assumed it. in 
th« coune of ibc pUv she is fr«r|ui:nUy called Matildii. 
VOL. VIII. II 
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And with the sunny beams of thy bright eyes 
Drink up these mists of sorrow that arise. 

Mar. How can I joy, when thou art banished ? 

Rob. H. 1 tell thee, love, my grief is eounterfeit ; 
And I abruptly from the table rose, 
The banquet being almost at an end, 
Only to drive confused and sad thoughts 
[Out of] ^ the minds of the invited guests. 
For, gentle love, at great or nuptial feasts, 
With comic sports or tragic stately plays 
We use to recreate the feasted guests, 
Which I am sure our kinsfolk do expect. 

Mar. Of this, what then 1 this seems of no 
effect. 

Rob. H. Why, thus of tliis : as Little John can 
tell, 
I had bespoken quaint comedians ; 
But great John, John the prince, my liege's bro- 
ther — 
My rival, Marian, he that cross'd our love — 
Hath crossM me in this jest,^ and at the court 
Employs the players should have made us sport. 
This was the tidings brought by Little John, 
That first disturbed me, and begot this thought 
Of sudden rising, which by this, I know, 
Hath with amazement troubled all our guests. 



» [Old copy, hito.] 

* Jest is used in the sume scnBe in " The Spanish 
Tragedy," act i.. where the king exclaims — 

" But where is old Hieronimo, our marshal ? 
He promis'd us, in honour of our ^CRt, 
To grace our buntjuot with some pompous jWf." 

Dr Farmer, in reference to the line in " Richard H., act i. 
RC. 3 — 

*' As gentle and as jocund as toje»t," 

quotes the above passage from •* The Spanish Tragedy " to 
show that to je*tt, " in old language, means to jtht/ a jiart in 



EAIil. UK HUNTtNi 



I 1.1 



Go in, gcwil lovi' : tliou as the elionis Blmlt 
Express the meaiiiog of my silent grief, 
Which is no more but this : I only mean 
(The more tu honour our right noble friends) 
Myself in person to present some scenes 
Of tragic matter, or perchance of mirth, 
Even such as first shall jump with my conceit. 
Mar. May 1 be bold thou haat the worst 

expre-saed 1 
Lit. John. Fair luititresn. all is true my loiil 
hath eaid. 
• Rob. H. It is, it is. 
' Mar. Speak not so hollow then : 
So sigh and sadly Bpii-ak true -sorrowing men. 

Hob, H. Believe me, love, believe me (I beseech ), 
My first scene tragic ia, therefore tragic speech 
'And accents filling woful action,— 
• I strive to get. I pr^y thee, sweet, 
■ Go in, and with thy sight appeast 
The many doubts that may arise. That done, 
Be thou their usher, bring them to this place, 
And thon shall see me with a lofty verse 
Bewitch the hearers' ears, and tempt their eyes 
To gaze upon the action that I use. 

Mar. If it bo but a play, I'll play my part : 
But sure some earnest grief aiTrights thy ' heart. 

Lit, John. Let me entreat ye, madam, not to fear, 
For, by the liouesty of Little John, 
It's but a tragic scene we have in hand. 
Only to fit the humour of the queen. 
Who is the chiefest at your troth-plight feast 
Mar. Then will I fetch her highness and the 
rest. [Ent. 

Rob. H. Ay, that same jealous queen, whose 
doting age 



' [Old copy, my.l 
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Envies the choice of iiiv fair Marian, 

^ She hath a hand in this. 

» Lit. John. Well, what of that ? 
Now must your honour leave these mourning 

tunes, 
And thus by my aree<l you shall provide. 
Your plate and jewels I will straight pack up, 
And toward Nottingham convey them hence. 
At Rowford, Sowtham, Wortley, Hothersfield, 
Of all your cattle money shall be made ; 
And I at Mansfiehl will attend your comingT- 
Where we'll determine which way's l)est to take. 

Rob. H. Well, be it so ; a' God's name, let it be ; 
And, if I can, Marian shall come with me. 

Lit. John. Else care will kill her. Therefore, 
if you please, 
At th' utmost comer of the garden wall, 
Soon in the evening wait f(»r Marian ; 
And as I go Til tell her of the plan.^ 
Your horses at the Bell shall ready be, 
1 mean Belsavage ; ^ whence^ as citizens. 
That mean^ to ride for i)leasure some small way, 

^ You shall set forth. 
^ Rob. H. Be it as thou <lost say. 

* Farewell awhile : 



* fold copy, p\ac^S\ 

* RiUon has the following^ note upon this sicrn : '* That 
is, the inn so called, upon Ludgatc Hill. The modern sign, 
which, however, seems to have been the same 200 years a2:o, 
is n Ml and a wild man ; but the or'irinjil is supposed to 
have been <i beautiful Indian, and the inscription. La befle 
Souraffe. Some, indeed, aK«'rt that the inn once belonged 
to a I^ady Arahdhi Sauvat/e ; and others that its name 
originally, the belle and Sanvafje, arose (like the George and 
Blue Boar) from the junction of two inns with those 
respective signs. Ao/i nostrum f^< tnnta» rompomre liten.'' 
" Robin Hood," I. p. liv. 

' [Old copy, meant. ^ 



■ IllTNTINUTliN. 



In spite ol" grief, thy love i:iinit>elii me siiiilu, 
Bub DOW OUT audience uomus, we must look sail.' 
Jinttr QuEiix Elinor, Marias, Sextloe, Lacv, 

BbOUCUTON, VVaRMAN', JiiAiiit tIrifarJ. Al 

tltfy mret, LiTTi.E JuHN tBhi-tpeT» wUh Marian, 
and Kxit. 
Qu. Elin. How now, my Lord of Huntington 1 
The mistress of your love, fair Marian. 
Telia H6 your sudden rising from tlio ban(|uer~ 
Was but a humour which you mean to |>urgt< 
In some high tragic lines or comic josbi. 

Koii. H. Sit dowD, fair queen (the prologue's 
part is play'd ; 
Marian hath told ye, what I bad her tell) ; 
Sit down, Lord Suutlue, cousin Lacy, sit : 
Sir GUbert Broughton, yoa, and Warman, ait : 
Though you my steward be, yet for your gather- 
ing wit 
I give you place : eit down, ait down, I say ; 
God's pity ! ail : it must, it must be S' 



For you will sit wlien I s 



' Al 



Stand, I know. 

[SiU t/i'-m all Jm 
long the rest, 
id apart : 

of my smart — 



And, Marian, you may sit a 
I pray ye do, or else rise, st 
These helps shall lie behuhli 
""ou that with ruthless eyes my 
' And came prepar'd to feast at my sad fall, 
^Whose envy, greediness, and jealousy 
i^Afford me sorrow endless, comfort awall. 
Know what you know before, what you ordain'd 
To cross the spousal banquet of my love. 
That I am outlaWd by the Prior of York, 
My traitorous uncle and your trothlesa friend. 

' Lillle Jahn'ii rjil in marked here in tlie uld copj. but il 
don not Uke plan lill aflcrwards : he jirnl whlitpera Hariaii, 
u WD uc (old iminvtliatoh', J"hit iu ibe origiiuil ataiiding 
for l,UilvJohi>. 



118 THK DOWNFALL OF KOIJKKT 

Smile you, Queen Elinor ? laiigh'st thou. Lord 

Sentloe ^-— ^ 
Lacy, look'st thou so blithe at my lament ? 
Broughton, a smooth ])row ^raceth your stern face ; 
And you are merry, Warman, at my moan. 
The Queen except, I do you all defy ! 
You are a sort ^ of fawning sycophants. 
That, while the sunshine of my greatness Mur'd, 
Revelled out all my day for your delights y 
And now ye see the black night of my woe 
O'ershade the beauty of my smiling good. 
You to my grief add grief ; and are agree<l 
With that false Prior to reprieve my joys 
From execution of all happiness. 

War. Your honour thinks not ill of me, I hope. 

Rob. H. Judas speaks first, with " Master, is it 1 ? " 
No, my false steward ; your accounts are true ; 
You have dishonourVl me, I worshipp'd '^ you. 
You from a paltry pen-and-inkhorn clerk, 
'Bearing a buckram -satchel at your belt, 
Unto a justice' place I did prefer ; 
Where you unjustly have my tenants rackM, 
Wasted my treasure, and increas'd your store. 
Your sire contented with a cottage poor, 
Your mastership hath halls and mansions built ; 
Yet are^ you innocent, as clear from guilt 
As is the ravenous mastiff that hath spilt 
The blood of a whole flock, yet slyly comes 
And couches in his kennel with smear'd chajis. 
Out of my house ! for yet my house it is. 
And follow him, ye catchpole-bribed grooms ; 
For neither are ye lords nor gentlemen. 
That will be hired to wrong a nobleman : 



' i.e., A collection or company, and not, a« we now use the 
word, a kind *'of fawnini; Bycophantfl." 

' i.e., Made a Justice of Peace of him, entitlinir him to 
the style of Wortthip. 
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For hired je were last nii:ht, I know it. I, 

To l>e my guesta, my faithk-sx quests cliid day, 

That your kind host you trothless might butray. 

But hence, and help the Sheriff at the door. 

Your worst attempt Fell traitoi-s, as you be, 

Avoid, or 1 will execute ye all 

Ere aay execution come at me ! [Thcff run aiimff. 

They run ' away, so ends the tragedy. 

(Aauie) Marian, by Little John, my mind you know : 

If you will, do ; if uot, why ho it so. 

[Of.r» to go i.,. 
Qu. Eli.N. No words to me, Earl Robert, ere 

you go 1 
Rob. H. 0, toyourhighuess? ye.s ; a,lieu, j.roiid 
queen ; 
Had not you been, thus poor I hail not be«n. [Krii. 
Qu. Elin. Thou wrong'st me, Robert I'larl of ' 
Huntington, 
And were it nut for pity of this maiil, 
I would revenge the words that thou hast said. 

Mar. Add not, fair ijueen, distress unto distrcBs, 
But, if you can, for pity make hia less. 

Qu. Elin. I can aud will forget deserving hate. 
And give him comfort in this woful state. 
Marian, 1 know Earl Robert's whole desire 
Is to have thee with him from hence away ; 
And though I lov'd him deaHy to this day. 
Yet since I see he deaillier loveth thee. 
Thou ehalt have all the furtherance I may. 
Tell me, fair girl, and see then truly tell, 
Whether this night, to-morrow, or next day. 
There be no 'pointment for to meet thy love ) 

Mar. There is, this night there is, I will not lie , 
And, be it disappointed, 1 sliall die. 
Qu. EUN. Alas, poor soul ! my son, Prune John, 
my son, 
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With stjvcral troops hath circuited the court. 
This house, the city, that thou canst not 'scape. 

Mar. I will away with Death, though he be grim, 
If they deny me to go heni^e with him. 
* Qu. Elin. Marian, 

Thou shalt go with liim clad in my attire, 
And tor a shift I'll put thy garments on. 
It is not me my son John doth desii^e, 
But, Marian, it is thee he dotetli on. 
When thou and I are come into the field. 
Or any other place, wliere Ko])in stays. 
Me in thy clothes the ambush will beset ; 
Thee in my robes they <lare not once approach : 
So, while with me a-reasoning they stay, 
At pleasure thou with liim may'st ride away. 

Mar. I am beholding to your majesty, 
And of this plot will send my Robin word. 

Qu. Elin. Nay, never trouble him, lest it breed 
"^ suspect : 

But get thee in, and shift off thy attire : 
My robe is loose, and it will soon be off. 
Go, gentle Marian, I will follow thee. 
And from betravers' hands will set thee free. 

Mar. I thank your highness, but I will not 
trust ye s^ 
My Robert shall have knowledge of this shift. 
For I conceive already your deep drift. 

[Aside. Ex^it. 

Qu. Elin. Now shall I have my will of Hunt- 
ington 
Who, taking me this night for Marian, 
Will hurry me away instead of her ; 
For he dares not stand trifling to confer. 
Faith, pretty Marian, I shall meet with you,^ 

* i.e., *• I shall he cfcn with you." So Pisaro in Haugh- 
toii's '* Englishmen for my Money," eays o{ his three 
daughters — 

" Well, I shall Rnd a tune to meet wiUi thcin."_Sig. £ 2. 
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And with your lovely sweetheart Robert too : 
For when we come unto a baiting-plaee, 
If with like love my love he do not grace, 
Of treason capital I will accuse hinr,- 
For trait'rous ibrcing mo out of the court, 
And guerdon his disdain i^ith guilty death. 
That. of a prince's love so lightly weiglis. [Kjrit. 



ACT IL, SCENE 1. 

jLfiter LllTLE John Jighting with the SHERIFF and 
his nien ; W ARM AN ptrsuadinfj him, 

^ Lit. John. Warman, stand off! 
Tit tattle, tell not me what ye can do : 
The goods, I say, are mine, and I say true. 

War. I say the Sheriff must see them, ere they 

go. 
Lit. John. \ ou say so, Warman : Little John 

says no. 
Sher. I say I nmst, for I am the king's shrieve. 
Lit. John. Your must is false ; your office I 
l)elieve. 
* Watch. Down with him ! down with him I 
Lit. John. Ye bark at me like curs, but I will 
down 
With twenty *• Stand, and who goes there? ** » of you, 
If ye stjind long tempting my jiatience.^- 
Why, Master Sheriff, tliink you me a fool ? 
What justice is there you should search my trunks, 
(3r stay my goods for that my master owes 1 
Sher. Here's Justice Warman, stt^ward to your 
lord. 



* Alluding to the challenircs of the oflicei-fi who arc aiding 
and aMiBting the Sherifl*. 



f 
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Su8|)ects some coin, some jewels, or some plate 
That 'longs unto your lord, are in your trunks, 
And the extent is out for all his goods ; 
Therefore we ought to see none be convey'd. 

War. True, Little John ; I am tin* sorrier. 

Lit. John. A plague upon ye else, how sore ye 
weep I 
Why, say, thou upstart, that there were some help. 
Some little, little help in this distress, 
To aid our lord and master comfortless. 
Is it thy part, thou screen-fac'd snotty-nose, 
To hinder him that gave thee all thou hast ] 

EnUr Justice Warman's [French'] Wife oddU/ 

aUired. 

Wife. Who's that, husbaml 1 you, you ! means 

he you 1 
War. I, byV Lady is it, I thank him. 
^ , / Wife. AJi, ye knave you ! (lod's pity, husbaml, 
^ . why dis no your worship send the kneve to Now- 
'> ^ gate? 

\ Lit. John. Well, Master Sheriff, shall I pass 

or no? 

• Sher. Not without search. 

• Lit. John. Then here the casket stands : 
Anv that dares unto it set their hands, 

« Let him begin. 

' Wife. Do, hisban<l ; 
• You are a majesty : I warrantp^ 
' There's old knacks, chains, and other toys. 

Lit. John. But not for you, good ma<lam beetle- 
brows. 
-V Wife. Out ui)on him ! By my truly. Master 
Justice, and ye do not clap him up, 1 will sue a 
bill of remorse, and never come between a pair of 
sheets with ye. Such a kneve as this ! down with 
him, 1 pray. 

[Sft 1/pon him : he knorh sovu down. 



■'\ 
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•* Wife. Ah, good Lord ! come not near, good 
hiubaQtl ; only charge him, charge him ! Ah, 
good God ! help, help I 

Euttr Prince John, (At Bishop ok Ely, the Prior 
OF York, with othr>-». All tlai/. 

John. What tumult have we here } who dotli 
resist 
The king's writs with such ulisiiiiate contumpt'f 
' Wife. This knevu. 
. War. This rebel. 
' John. How now, Littlu John, 
Have you no more discnition than you show 1 
Ely. Lay hold, and clap tlie traitor by tlie heels. 
Lit. John. I am no traitor, my good Lord of 
Ely, 
First hear me, then commit me, if you jilease. 
' John. Speak, and be brief. 
' Lit. John. Here is a little box, 
Containing all my gettings twenty year. 
Which is mine own, and no man's but min<- own : 
This they would rifle, this I do defend. 
And about this we only do contend. 
John. Yon do the fellow wrong : his ymHls an- 
his. 
You only must extend upon the Earl's, 

Prior. That was, my lord, but now is Rolj«'rl 
Hood; 
A simple yeoman, as his sen'ante were. 
4 Wife. Back with that leg, my Lord Prior : there 
l>e some that were his servants think foul scorn 
Xn be called yeomen. 

Prior. I cty ynur worship mercy. Mistress 
Warman : 
The squire, your husband, was his servant once, 
Lrr. John. A scurvy squire, with reverence of 
fhpse lords. 
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WiFK. Does he not speak tre»as()n, pray ? 

Ely. Sirrah, ye are too saucy : iret you hence. 

War. But hear me first, my lonls, with patience. 
This scoffing, careless fellow, Little John, 
Hath loaden hence a horse twixt him and Much, 
A silly, nule knave — Much, the miller's son. 

EntO' Much, Clown. 

*A Much. I am here to answer for mvself, and liave 
taken you in two lies at once : first, Much is no 
knave, neither was it a horse Littk^ .John and I 
loaded, but a little curtal of some five handfuls 
high, sib to the ape's only beast at Paris Garden.^ 
Lit. John. But, Master VVannan, you have 
loaded carts, 
And turned my lord's goods to your proper use. 
Whoever hath the right, you do the wrong, 
And are 

• Wife. Wliat is he, kneve ? 

* Lit. John. Unworthy to bt; nam'<l a man. 
- Much. And I'll be sworn for his wife. 

Wife. Ay, so thou may est. Much. 
"^ Muc^H. 'That she sets new marks of all my old 
laily's linen (God rest her soul !), and my young 
lord never had them since. 

1 Paris Garden (or as it is printed in the old copy, ParUh 
Garden), was a place where bears were baited and other 
animals kept Curtal was a common term for a small hor^e, 
and that which Hanks owned, and which ac(|uircd so much 
celebrity for its sagaciousncss, is so called by Webster — 

"And some there are 
Will keep a curtal to show Juggling tricks. 
And give out tis a spirit."* 

— "Vittoria Corombona," [Webster's Works, bv Ha/.litt, 
ii. 47.1 

Sib is related to ; and perhaps tUr ape'g onlt/ beaxt at Paris 
GartUny may apply to Banks's pony. Dckkcr, in his 
•* Yillanies Discovered,"' 1620, mentions in terms *' Bankes 
his Curtal." 
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f Wife. Out, out ! I took him thpiii Imt for to 
whiten, as God mend me. 

Ely. Leave off this 'uUp- talk; get ye hotli 
hence. 

L:t. JoHK. I thank your honours; we ai-e not 

• With being here. 
We must seek service that are mastflrlesB. 

[Ereiuit Much itml Little John. 
Ely. Lord Prior of York, here's your commis- 

You are best make speed, lest in his country houses 
By his api>ointmeut, all his herds be sold. 

Prior. I thank your honour, taking humble 
leave. [Exit. 

Ely. And, Manter Wamian, here's your patent 
sealed 
For the High Sheriffwick of Nottingham ; 
Except the king our master do re|>eHl 
> This gift of ours. 

• John. Let liiin the while possess it.- 
Ely. a God's name, let him ; lie hath my gooii 
wilt. [Exit. 

John. Well, Warman, this proud priest I can- 
not brook. 
But to our other matter : send thy wife away. 

— War. Co in, good wife ; the prince with me 

hath private conference. 
■^ Wife, By my truth, ye will anger me : now ye 
have the pattern, ye should call me nothing but 
Mistress Sheriff; for I tell yon 1 stand upon my 
replications. [ExU, 

- John. Thinkest thou that Marian means 

To 'scape this evening hence with Robin Hood 1 

The horse-boy tohlV«e so; and here he comea. 

Disguised like a citizen, methiuks. 

W&rman, let's in ; I'll Ht liim presently : 

Only for Marian am I now his enemy. [Kxruiil. 
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Enter KOBIN, like a citizen. 

KoB. H. Earl John ^ and Wannan, two goo*! 
friends of mine : 
I think they knew me not, or if they did 
I care not what can follow. I am sure 
The sharpest end is death, and that will come. 
But what of death or sorrow do I dream 1 
My Marian, my fair life, my beauteous lovo 
Is coming, to give comfort to my grief. 
And the sly queen, intending to deceive. 
Hath taught us how we should her sleights 
receive. 2 

But who is this ? God^s \nty ! here's Princ<» 

John. 
""^OHN. Good even, sir. This clear evening 

should portend 
Some frost, I think : how judge you, honest friend ? 

Rob. B. I am not weather-\vise ; but it may be j 
We shall have hard frost ; for true charity, 
Good dealing, faithful friendship, honesty. 
Are chill-cold, dead with cold. 
" John. O good sir, stay, 
That frost hath lasted many a bitter day. 
Know ye no frozen hearts that are belov*d 1 

Rob. H. Love is a flame, a fire, that being 
moved. 
Still brighter grows. But say, are you beloved ? 

John. I would be, if I be not : but pass that. 
Are ye a dweller in this city, pray 1 

Rob. el I am ; and for a gentlewoman stay, 
That rides some four or five mile in great haste. 



^ In the course of the play John is sometiiues called jKarf 
John, and sometimes Prince John, as it seems, indiflereutly. 
* [Uhl copy, deccirf.] 



EAKI. OF liUNTINUTON. 



£iilrr QlJEEN and MARIAN.' 

John. I see your labour, air, ia not in waste, 
For here come two ; are eitlier of these yours t 
"Rob. H. Both are — one most,' 
•John. \Vhioh do you most respect 1 

Rob. H. The youngest and the fairest I reject. 

John. Robin, I'll try yon, whether ye say true. 

Roa H. Ab you with me. so, John, I'll jest with 
you. [A>ii/f. 

Qu. Elin. Marian, let me go first to Robin 
Hood, 
And I will tell him what we do intend. 

Mar. Do what your highness please ; your will 

John. My mother is with gentle Marian : 
O, it doth grieve her to be left boliind. 

Qu. Elin. Shall we away, my Robin, lest the 
queen 
Betray our purpose t sweet, let us away : 
I have great will to go, no heart to stay. 

Rob. H. Away with thee ? No ; get thee far away 
From me, foul IJarian, fair though thou be nam'd; 
For thy bewitching eyes have raised storms, 
That have my name and noblesse ever sham'd ; 
Prince John, my dear friend onee, is now for thee 
Become an nnrelenting enemy. 

John. But I'll relent and love thee, if thou leave 

Rob. H. And Elinor my sovereign, mother- 
queen,* 
That yet retains true passion in her breast, 

■ It mini be recollected tlut tbo Qnecn «ncl Marian Iistc 
GxctuBged dressen. 

■ [Old eopr, mul.] 

» {old copy, innrriffH'i vwlhir. larm.] 
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Stands moiiriiiiig yonder. Hence ! I tliee detest. 

I will submit me to lier majesty. 

Great princess, if you will but ride witli me 

A little of my way, I will express 

My folly past, and humble pardon Wg. 

Mar. I grant, Earl Robert, and I thank thee too. 
Qu. Elin. She's not the queen ; sweet Robin, it 

is I. 
Rob. H. Hence, sorceress 1 thy b(^auty I <lefy. 
If thou have any love at all to me. 
Bestow it on Prince John j he loveth thee. 

[Ej-ennt RoBIN, MarIAN. 
John. And I will love thee, Robin, for this deed, 
And help thee, too, in thy distressful need. 

Qu. Elin. Wilt thou not stay nor si>eak, proud 
Huntington ] 
Ay me ! some whirlwind hurries them away. 
John. Follow him not, fair love, that from thee 
flies. 
But fly to him that gladly follows thee. 
Wilt thou not, girl ? turn'st thou away from me \ 

Qu. Elin. Nay, we shall have it then, 
If my (piaint son his mother 'gin to couit. [AmJe. 
John. Wilt thou not speak, fair Marian, to 
Prince John, 
*Tliat loves thee well \ 
^ Qu. Elin. Good sir, I know you do. 
"John. That can maintain thee. 
* Qu. Elin. Ay, I know you can, 
^ But hithcjrto I have maintained you. 
^John. My princely mother ! 
^ Qu. Elin. Ay, my princely son. 

John. Is Marian then gone hence with Hunt- 
ington ? 
Qu. Elin. Ay, she is gone ; ill may they either 

thrive. 
John. Mother, they [needs] must go, whom the 
devil drives ; 



■«n 
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I'or your sharp fury aiid iufernal rage, \ 

Your scorn of me, your spite to Marian, \ 

Your ovenioating love to Huntington, \ 

Hath eross'd yourself, and me it liath undone. N 

Qu. Elin. 1 in mine own deceit have met 
deceit : 
lu brief the manuer thus I will repeat. 
1 knew (vith malice that tlie Prior of York 
Pursued Earl Robert ; and I furthered it, 
Though Gotl can tell, for love of Huntington. 
For thus I thought : when he was in extremes, 
Need and my love would wiu some good regard 
From him to me, if J reliev'd hisi want. 
To this end came I to the mock spouse-feast : 
To this end made I change for Marian's weed, 
That me for her Earl Robert should receive ; 
But now 1 see they both of them agreed. 
In my deceit I might myself deceive. 
Come in with me, come in, and meditate 
How to turn love to never-changing hate. [A'Wi. 

John, In by yourself ; IpassnotforyourBpellH, 
Of youth and b^uty still you are the foe : 
The curse of Rosamond rests on your head, 
Fair Rose confounded by your cank'rous hate,' 
O, that she were not as to me she is, 
A mother, whom by nature 1 must love, 
Then I would tell her she were too-too base 
To dote thus on a banish'd careless groom : 
Then should I tell her that she were too fond 
To trust' fair Marian to an exile's hand. 

filter tl MESSENQGR/i-unt ElY, 

Mes. My lorti, my Lord of Ely sends for you 
About important biiainess of the state. 

JuHN. Tell the proud prelate I am not dispos'd 

' (01,1 pjpy, euHtn-i.] ' |UM crtpj, MrM«f, | 
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Nor in estate to come at his command. 

[Smiten him; he bleeds. 
Begone with that ; or tarr}% and taktj this ! 

'Z wounds ! are ye list'ning for an after-errand i 

[ExU Messenger. 
ni follow with revengeful, murderous hate 
The banish'd, l)eggar*d, bankrupt Huntington. 

ErUer SiMON, Earl of Leicester. 

Lel How now, Prince Jolin ? lx)dy of me ! 1 
muse 
What mad moods toss ye in this busy time 
To wound the messenger that Ely sent. 
By our consents 1 i' faith, ye did not well. 

John. Leicester, I meant it, Ely, not his man : 
His servant's head but bleeds, he headless shall 
From all the issues of his traitor-neck 
Pour streams of bloo<l, till he be bloodless left. 
By eartli, it shall — by heaven, it shall l)e so ! 
Leicester, it shall, though all the world say no. 

Lel It shall, it shall ! but how shall it Ihj done ? 
Not with a stormy temj)est of sharp words, 
But slow, still speeches and effecting deeds. 
Here conies old Lacy and his brother Hugh ! 
One is our friend, and the other is not tnie. 

Enter LORD Lacy, Sir Hugh, and his Boy. 

Lacy. Hence, treacher, as thou ait ! by God's 
bless*d mother !' 
1*11 lop thy legs off, though thou be my brother. 
If witli thy flattering tongue thou seek to hide 
Thy traitorous puri)ose. Ah, poor Huntington ! 
How in one hour have villains thee undone ! 

Hugh. If you will not believe what I have sworn, 
Conceit your worst. My Lord of Ely knows 
That what I sav is true. 



EAltl. oV HUNTTNUTON, KSl 

' Lacy. Still fwest ihou ) 

Draw, lioy, and quickly suo tliat ihoii i)iifeiii.t thi-i:. — 

Lei. Patienc«, Lord Lacy ! gel you g<iiie, Sir Hugh ; 
Provoke him not, for he hath told you true : 
You know it, that I know the Prior of York, 
Together with my good lord chancellor, 
Corrupted you. Lorn Sentloe, Broughton, Warnian, 
To feast with Robert on his day of fall. 

HUOH. They tie thai say it : 1 defy yi< all. 

John. Now, by the rood, thou liest. WamiHii 
himself, 
That creeping Juda«, joy'd, aud told it me. 

Lacy. Let me, my lorda, revenge ntu of this 
wretch, 
By whom my daughter and her love were lost. 

John. For her, let me revenge: with bitter cmsi. 
Shall Sir Hugh Lacy and Iub fellows buy 
Fair Marian's loss, lost by their treacher)' ; 
I And thus I pay it. 

[Slabs him ^ htfallt; liuy rvii* iii. 

Lel Sure payment, John. 
• Lacy. There let tlie villain lit- 
For thia old Lacy honours thee, Princn John : 
One treacherous soul ia sent Xo answer wrong. 



Enter Ely, CHESTER, OJiotn, Uuyh Laej/'a Boy. 

Boy. Here, here, my lord ! look, where my 

master lies. 
Ely. Wliat murd'rouB hand hath kill'd this 
gentle knight. 
Good Sir Hugh Lucy, steward of my lands 1 
John. Ely, he died by Ihis piincely hand. 
Ely. Unprincely dee^l ! Death asketh denth. 
you know. 
• Arrest him, officers. 

' John. O sir, I will obey. 
« You will take hail, 1 liopu. 
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• Ches. Tis more, sir, tlian he may. 

Lel Chester, he may by law, and therefore 
shall. 

• Ely. Who are his bail ? 

• Lel I. 

• Lacy. And L 

• Ely. You are confederates. 

• John. Holy Lord, you lie. 

Ches. Be reverend. Prince John : my Lord of 

Ely, 
You know, is Regent for his majesty, 

John. But here are letters from his majesty. 
Sent out of Joppa, in the Holy Land, 
To you, to these, to me, to all the state. 
Containing a repeal of that large grant. 
And free authority to take the seal 
Into the hands of three lords temporal 
And the Lor^ Archbishop of Roan, he sent. 
And he shall yield it, or as Lacy lies, 
Desertfully, for pride apd treason stabbed, 
He shall ere long lie. Those, that intend as T, 
Follow this steely ensign, lift on high. 

[Lifts up his drawn sioord. Exit, cum LEICESTER 

and Lacy. 
Ely. a thousand thousand ensigns of sharp steel. 
And featherVl arrows from the bow of death, 
Against proud John wrong'd Ely will emj)loy. 
My Lord of Chester, let me have your aid, 
To lay the pride of haught,^ usurping John. 



^ Ilaught is frequently used for haughty, whf n- the poet 
wants to abridge it of a syllable : thuB Shakespeare, in 
"Richard in." act ii.sc. 3— 

" And the queen's sons and brothers liaught and proud." 

He has also " the hautjht Northumberland " and '' the 
haught Protector." 

Kyd in " Cornelia," act iv., also has this line — 

" Pompey, the second Mars, whose haugkl renown." 



EAKL UP HUNTINGTON. 
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Ches, Some other courae thau wur liit us 
btttliiitk : 
If it may be, let not uacivil broild 
*Oiir civil hiiDds defile. 
' Ely. God (aiows that I 
For quiet of the realm would auglit forbear : 
But give me leave, my noble lord, to fear, 
When one I dearly lov'd ie murdered 
Under the colour of a little wrong 
Done to the wasteful Earl of Huntington ; 
Whom John, I know, doth hate unto the death. 
Only for love he bears to Lacy 'a daughter.— 

Ches. My lord, it's plaiu this quarrel Is but 

For an inducement to a greater ill ; 
But we wUl call the council of estate. 
At which the Mother Queen shall present be : 
Thither by summons shall Prince John be call'd, 
• Leicester, aud Lacy, who, it seems, 
Favour some factiotiu pur[)OBe of the prince. 

Ely. You have advised well, my Lord of 
Chester-^ 
And as you counsel, so <lu I conclude. [Exeunt. 



Knier RoBiN Hood and Matilda ci( one d<iar , 
Little John and Much the MUler's tuu. 
al auvlher door. 

Much. Luck, I beseech thee, marry and amen ! 
Blessing betide them ! (it be them indeed) 
" Ah, for my good lord and my little UdyJi 

■ [Old cop}', All. mil 'jvod Lord, /or, *c.] 
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Rob. H. What, Much and John ! well-roet in this 

ill time. 
Lrr. John. In this good time, my lord, for, 
being met, 
The world shall not depart us till we die.^ 

Mat. Say'st thou me so, John ? as I am true 
maid, 
If I live long, well shall thy love be paid, 
.y Much. Well, there be on us, simple though we 
stand here, have as much love in them as Little 
John. 

Mat. Much, I confess thoii lov'st me very 
much, 
And I will more reward it than with words. 
^ Much. Nay, I know that ; but we miller's chil- 
dren love the cog a little, and the fair speaking. 

Rob. H. And is it possible that Warman's spite 
Should stretch so far, that he doth hunt the lives 
Of bonny Scarlet and his brother Scathlock. 
^T Much. O, ay, sir : Warman came but yesterday 
to take charge of the jail at Nottingham, and this 
day he says he will hang the two outlaM's. He 
means to set them at liberty ! 

Mat. Such lil>erty Grod send the peevish wretch, 
• In his most need. 
• Rob. H. Now, by my honour's hope. 
Yet buried in the low dust of disgrace, 
He is to blame. Say, John, where must they 
die ? 
Lit. John. Yonder's their mother's house, and 
here the tree 
Whereon, poor men, they must forego their lives : 
And yonder comes a lazy losel friaiy- 
That is appointed for their confessor ; 



* i.e., Shall not separate U8 till wc die. Sec Gifford's note 
to **Thc Ilcnegado."~Ma88ingcr'8 Works, ii. 136. 



^ 
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Who, when we broiiglit ynur money to Lbeir 

mothers, 
Was wiehing her to patience for their deaths. 

(lutn- Friak Tuck ami Ralph. Wannan's man. 
T Ral. I am timorous, sir. that the prigionurs nrv 
]>assed from the jail. 

Friar. Soft, airrali ! by my order I protest 
Ye are too forward : 'tis no game, no jest, 
■We go about 
' Bob. H. Matilda, walk afore 
To Widow Scarlet's house ; took, where it stands. 
Much, man your lady : Little John aud I 
Will coma utito you thither presently. 
■^MucH. Come, madam ; my lord has 'pointed the 
properer mau to go before ye. 

Mat. Be careful, Robin, in thie time of fear. 

[SxeuiH Much, Matilda. 
Frub. Now, by the relics of the holy mass, 
A pretty girl, a very bonny lass. 
* Rob. H. Friar, how like you her 1 
' Friar. Marry, by ray hood, 
1 like her well, and wish her nought but good. 
"♦" Ral. Ye protract. Master Friar, 1 olisecrat* ye 
with all courtesy, omitting compliment, you would 
vouch or deign to proceed. 
Friar. Deign, vouch, protract, compliment, ob- 
seeratel 
Why, goodman Tricks, who taught you thus to 

prate] 
Your name< your iiamet Were you never 
christen'd t— 
Ral. My nomination Radulpli is, or lialph : 
Vulgars corruptly use to call me li&te. 

Friar. O foul corruption of base palliardiEe,' 
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When idiots, witless, travail to be wise. 
'T^ge har))arous, times impious, men vicious 
Able to upraise, 
Men dead many days, 
That wonted to praise 
The rhymes and the lays 
Of poets laureate : 
Whose verse did decorate, 
And their lines lustratc 
Both prince an<l potentate. 
These from their graves 
See asses and knaves, 
Base idiot slaves, 
With boastings and braves 
Offer to upfly 
To the heavens high, 
With vain fooler)' 
And rude ribaldr}'. 
Some of them write 
Of beastly delight, 
Suffering their lines 
To flatter these times 
With pandarism base, 
And lust do uncase 
From the placket to the pap : 
God send them ill-hap ! 
Some like quaint pedants. 
Good wit's true recreants. 
Ye cannot beseech 
From pure Priscian speech. 
Divers as nice, 
Like this odd vice, 
Are word-makers daily. 
Others in courtesy, 



our old writers. Dekker, in his ** Bellman of London," 
1616, sig. D 2, giyes a description of a Palliard. Tack's 
exclamation lookis as if it were quoted. 
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Whenever they meet ye, 
With new fashions greet ye ; 
Changing eacli congee. 
Sometime beneath knee. 
With, " Good sir, pardon me," 
And much more foolery, 
Paltry and foppery, 
Dissembling knavery ; 
Hands sometime kissing. 
But honesty missing. 
God give no blessiag 
' To such base counterfeiting. 

Lrr. John. Stop, Master Skelton ! whither will 

you run ? 
Friab. God's pity ! Sir John Eltham, Little 
John, 
I liad foigot myself. But to our pl^y. 
Come, goodmau Faehions, let us go our way, 
Unto this hanging biisineas. Would, for mo. 
Some rescue or reprieve might set them free. 

[Exeunt Friar, Kai^H. 
liOB. H. Heard'et thou not, Little John, the 
friar's speech. 
Wishing for residue or a quick reprieve 1 
Lit. John. He seems like a good fellow, my 

good lord. 
Rob. H. He's a good fellow, John, ujion my 
word. 
Lend me thy horn, and get thee in to Much, 
And when I blow this horn, come both, and In.'lp 

Lit, John. Take heed, my lord ; that villain 
Warman knows you, — 
And ten to one he hath a writ against you. _ 
' RoR H. Fear not. 

Below the bridge a poor blind man doth dwell, 
With him I will change my hahit, and dis- 
guise : 
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Only be ready when I call for ye ; 
For I will siive their lives, if it may be. 
Lit. John. I will do what you would imnie- 
diatelv. 



EnUi' Wahman, Scarlet, and Scathlock, houiul ; \ \ 

Friar Tuck cu their confessor ; officers mth 
JuUberts. 

War. Master Friar, be brief ; delay no time. 
Scarlet and Scathlock, never hope for life : 
Here is tlie ])lace of execution, 
And you must answer law for what is done. 

Scar. Well, if there be no remedy, we nmst : 
Though it ill-seemeth, Warman, thou sliould'st 1h» 
So bloody to pursue our lives thus cruelly. 

ScATH. Our mother sav'd thee fro the gallows, 
Warman^ ■ 
His father did prefer thee to thy lonl. 
One mother had we both, and both our fathers 
To thee and to thy father were kind friends. 

Friar. Good fellows, here you see his kindness 
ends : 
What he was once he doth not now consider.*- 
You must consider of your many sins : 
This day in death your ha])pine8s begins. 

Scar. If you account it happiness, good Friar, 
To l)ear us company I you desire : 
The more the merrier ; we are honest men. 

War. Yo were first outlaws, then ye proved 
thieves, 
And now all carelessly ye scoff at death. 
Both of your fathers were good, honest men ; 
Your mother lives, tlieir widow, in good fame ; 
But you are sca|M»thrifts, untlirifts, villains, 

knaves. 
And as ye lived })y shifts, shall die with shame. 
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ScATH. Warmaii, gowl words, for all your SiH*r 
Ill-speech to wretched men ie mure than needs, 



Enter Ralph, running. 

Rau Sir, retire ye, for it hath thus sue- V 
ceeded : tile camifex or executor, riding on an ill- 1 
curtal, lutth tituhated or stumblc^l, and is now 
cripniilied, with broken or frat^tured tibiards, and, 
sending you tidings of BDccess, saith yourself must I 
be his deputy. 

War. Ill-luck! but. eimOi. yo" shall serve thf ' 
turn: 
The cordit that bind them you shall hang them in. 

Ral. How are you, sir, of me opinionated T not 
to possess your seneschalship or shrievalty, not 
to be E^l of Nottingham, will Ralph be nomi- 
nated by the liatte, scandalous vociferation of a 
hangman ! 



Enter RoUIN Hooi>, Itie an old man. 

Run. H. WTierf is the Slirieve, kind frienda, I 
j-ou beseech t 
With his good worship let me have some speech. 

FbiaR- There is the Sheriff, fat her : this is he. 

Rob. H. Friar, good alms and many blessings ' 
thank thee. - 
Sir, you are welcome to this troublous shire : 
Of this day's execution did I hear. 
Scarlet and Scathlock murder'd my young son : 
MeJiave they robb'd and helplessly uiidonc. 
Revenge I would, but I am old and dry : 
'Whenaore, sweet roaster, for saint Cliarity. 
Since thoy are bound, deliver them to me. 
That for mv ion's blond I rcvcnpVI mar be. 
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Scar. This old man lies : we ne'er did him such 

wrong. 
Rob. H. I do not lie : you wot it too-too 
well. 
The deed was such as you may shame to tell ; 
But I with all entreats might not prevail 
With your stem, stubborn minds, bent all to 

blood. 
Shall I have such revenge then, Master Sheriflf, 
That with my son's loss may suffice myself] 

[Robin whispers with them. 
War. Do, father, what thou wilt, for they must 

die. 
Friar. I never heard them touched with blood 

till now. 
War. Notorious villains ! and they made their 
brags. 
The Earl of Huntington would save their lives : 
But he is down the wind, as all such shall, 
That revel, waste and spend, and take no care. 
Rob. H. My horn once winded, V\\ imbind my 
belt. 
Whereat the swords and bucklers are fast- tied. 

[To Scarlet and Scathlock. 

ScATH. Thanks to your honour. [Jm?€.] 

Father, we confess, 

And were our arms unbound, we would upheave 

Our sinful hands with sorrowing hearts to heaven. 

Rob. H. I will unbind you, with the sheriff's 

leave. 
War. Do : help him, Ralph : go to them, 

Master Friar. - - 
Rob. H. And as ye blew your horns at my son's 
death, 
So will I sound your knell with my best breath : 

[Sounds his fiorn. 
And here's a blade, that hangeth at my belt, 
Shall make ye feel in death what my son felt 
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Enter LlTTLE JoHN and Much.' Fiykl: thr 
Friak, making as if he helptd the SHERIFF, 
kaoeki down hi» men, eryiitg, Kfep the king^s 

• Kal. O, they muBt be hanged, fatberi- 
KoB. H. Thy master and thyeeli' supply their 
rooniB. 



Wak. It is the outlaw'd Earl of Hiintingtnn ! 
Down with him. Friar ! O, lliou dost mistake !- 
Hy, Ralph, we die else ! let us raise the shire. 

[Sheriff rvnt away, and hit man. 

Friar. Fiirewell. Earl Roliert, as I am true 



I hod rather be thy clerk than serve the Prior, 
Hob. H. a jolly fellow. Scarlet, know'st thou 

ScAK. He is of Vork, and of St Mary's cloist«n~ 
Tbere where your greedy uiiole is Lord Prion— 
/ • Much. 0, murrain on ye I have you two 'scap'd 
hanging P— 
rk ye, my lord; these two fellows kept at 
Bamtidale — 
Seven year to my knowledge, and no man* 

' In llic old copy. Scarlet and Scalhlock are alao meii- 
tioaeil aa etiUriug it this jiincturo, but tlicj wont on tlic 
st»g« before. 

' Tba mitlatt lo wbich W«rm»n alludi^B ia, that Friar 
Tuck t«keB part with Kobio Hood, instead of araiiting Lhc 
Sberiffagainit him. 

* Thii incident, with some Tuiations, ig related in Ihe old 
ballad of "lioMn Hood rescuing the Widow's lArtt sons 
from the Sheriff; when going to be cieeuled." Seo Rllaon'a 
'• Robin Hood," ii. 151. 

* The old cofiy has a hiaiik here; but whether it wu ao 
in the origiiisl HS., rhelhET a iiiie lias dropped out hv scei- 
deot, or whether it wih nieniit that Much ahould K' end- 
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KoB. H. Here is no bi(lin<^, masters : <^et ye in, 
Take a short blessing at your mother's hands, 
^^uch, bear them company ; make Matilda merry-i« 
^ John and myself will follow presently. 
John, on a sudden thus I am resolv'd — 
To keep in Sherwood till the king's return, 
And being outlaw'd, lead an outlaw's life. 
(Seven years these brethren, being yeomen's sons, 
Lived and 'scap'd the malice of their foes.)^ 
How think'st thou, Little John, of my intent ? 
Lit. John. I like your honoui-'s purpose exceed- 
ing well. 
Rob. H. Nay, no more honour, I pray tliee, 
Little John ; 
Henceforth I will be called Robin Hood. 
Matilda shall be my maid Marian. 
Come, John, friends all, for now begins the game ; 
And after our deserts so grow our fame ! [Ejceunf. 



ACT HL, SCENE 1. 

£nter PRINCE JoHN, ami hk Lords^ with Mditrs. 

John. Now is this comet shot into the sea. 
Or lies like slime upon the sullen earth. 
Come, he is dead, else should we hear of him. 
Sal. I know not what to think herein, my 

lord. 
FiTZ. Ely is not the man I took him for : 
I am afraid we shall have worse than he. 
John. Why, good Fitzwater, whence doth spring 
your fear. 

denly interrupted by Robin Hood, must be matter of con- 
jecture. 

^ So printed in the old copy, as if part of Home poetical 
narrative. 



N 
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FiTZ. Him for his pride we justly have sup- 
preas'd ; 
But prouder climbers are about to rise. 

Sal. Name them, Fitzwator : know you any 
auchi 

John. FitzwaCer means not anything, I know : 
For if he did, hia tongue would tell his heart. 

Prrz. An argument of my free heart, my lord, 
That lets the world be witness of my thought. 
When I was taught, true dealing kept the school ; 
Deeds were sworn jMirtners with protesting words ; 
We said and did ; these say and never mean. 
This npstoH protestation of no proof — 
This, " I beseech you, sir, accept my love ; 
Command me, use me ; 0, you are tO blarae, 
That do neglect my everlasting zeal. 
My dear, my kind affect ;" when (Clod can tell) 
A sndden pulT of wind, a lightning tla^h, 
A bubble on the stream doth longer 'dure, 
Than doth the purpose of their promise bide. 
A shame upon this peevish, apish age, 
These crouching, hypocrite, dissembling times I 
Well, well, God rid the jiatrons of these crimes 
Out of this land : I have an inward fear, 
This ill, well-seeming sin will be bought dear. 

Sal. My Ix)rd Fitswater is inspired, I think. 

John. Ay, with some devil : let the old fool 



Enti^ QliEEN MornKR, Chester, Sheriff u/KeM^ 

SolJieri. 

Qu. Mo. From the pursuing of the hateful priest 
And bootless seuroh of Ely are we come. 

John. And welcome is your sacred majesty ; 
And, Chester, welcome too against your will, 

Uhbs. Unwilling men come not without con- 
straint ; 
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But uncompellM comes Chester to this jilace, 
Telling thee, John, that tiiou art much to blame, 
To chase hence Ely, chancellor to the king ; 
To set thy footsteps on the cloth of state. 
And seat thy body in thy brother's throne. 

Sal. Who should succeed the Virother but tlie 

brother 4 — 
Ches. If one were dead, one should succeed the 

others 
Qu. Mo. My son is king, my son tlieu ouglit to 

reign. 
FiTZ. One son is king; the state allows not 

twain. 
Sal. Tile subjects many years the king have 

miss*d. 
Ches. But subjects must not choose what king 

they list. 
Qu. Mo. Richard hath conquer'd kingdoms in 

the east. 
FiTZ. A sign he will not lose this in the west. 
Sal. By Salisbury's honour, I will follow John. 
Ches. So Chester will, to shun commotion. 
Qu. Mo. Why, John shall be but Richard's 

deputy. 
Frrz. To that Fitzwater gladly doth agree. 
And look to't, lady, mind King Richard's love ; 
As you will answer't, do the king no wrong. 

Qu. Mo. Well-said, old Conscience, you keep 

still one song. 
John. In your contentious humours, noble lords, 
Peers and upholders of the English state, 
John silent stood, as one that did await 
What sentence ye determin'd for my life : 
But since you are agreed that I shall bear 
The weighty burthen of this kingdom's state, 
Till the return of Richard our dread king, 
I do accept the charge, and thank ye all. 
That think me wortliy of so great a place. 
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ALU V/v all cmifirm juii Rirliajil's lioputy. \ 

•Sal. Now sliall 1 plague proud Chester.— 

• Qu. Mo. Sit you sure, Fitiwater. - 

* Ches. For poaue 1 yield to wrong. 

♦ John. Now, old man, for your daughter. - 
FiTZ. To see wrong nde, my oyes run streams 

of water. -^ [^ iioiv urilhin. 



crying, A moMltr ! 
\ monster ! bring her out, 



N 
¥ 



Enter CoLLiEi 
Col. a monster! 

Kobin : a monster ! a monster ! 
Sal Peace, gaping fellow ! know'st thou where 

thou art t 
1st Col. Why, 1 am in Kent, within a mile of 

'Sblood, where I am ! peace, and a gaping fellow J— 
For all your dagger, wert not for yonr ging,! 
r~I would knoi'k my whipstock on your addle-head. 
« Corae, out with the monster, Robin.— 

Within. I eome, 1 come. Help me, she 

scratches ! 
1st Col I'll gee her the lash. Come out, ye 
hoarded witeh. 

[Bring fiirtii Ely, viUk a yaiii in hi* hand ami 

linai eltith. drfttrd likr a iviiman. 

Ely. Good fellows, let me go ! there's gold Uj 

1 anL a man. though in woman's weeds. 
Yonder's Prince John : I pray ye, let me go. 
Qu. Mo. What rude companions have we yondi:r, 
Salisbury 1 
-V-lsT Col. Shall we toke hia money J 
- %l> Col. No, no ; this is the thief titat robbed 
Master Michaels, and came in like a woman in 
labour, I warrant ye. 

I i.t., Gaiifi, So written Uy Mllkin, Jonaon. uiitl nuny of 
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Sal. Who have ye here, honestxolliers? 
'V 2d Col. A monster, a monster \ a woman with 
a beard, a man in a petticoat. A monster, a 
monster ! 
^ Sal. What, my good Lord of Ely, is it you?— Ely 

is taken, here's the chancellor ! 
■^IST Col. Pray God we l>e not hanged for this 

trick. 
« Qu. Mo. What, my good lord ! 
^ Ely. Ay, ay, ambitious lady;— 
«• John. Who ? My lord chancellor ? 
^ Ely. Ay, you proud usurj>er. ^ 
Sal. What, is your surplice turned to a smock ? 
Ely. Peace, Salisbury, thou changing weather- 
cock. 
Ches. Alas, my lord ! I grieve to see this sigiit. 
Ely. Chester, it will be day for this dark night. 
FiTZ. Ely, thou wert the foe to Huntington : 
Robin, thou knew'st, was my adopted son. 

Ely, thou to him wert too-too cruel) 
With him fled hence Matilda, my fair jewel. . 
For their wrong, Ely, and thy haughty pride, 

1 help'd Earl John ; but now I see thee low, 
At thy distress my heart is full oT »voe. 

Qu. Mo. Needs must I see Fitzwater's over- 
thix)w. 
John, I affect him not, he loves not thee : 
Remove him, John, lest thou removed be. 

John. Mother, let me alone ; by one and one 
I will not leave one that envies our good. 
My Lord of Salisbury, give these honest colliers 
For taking Ely each a hundred marks. 

* Sal. Come, fellows ; go with me. 

• Cou Thank ye, [i'] faith. Farewell, monster 

[Exeunt Salisbury, with Colliers. 
John. Sheriff of Kent, take Ely to your charge. 
From shrieve to shrieve send iiim to Nottingham, 
Where Warman, by our patent, is higii shrieve. 
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Thfire, as a traitor, let liim Ue close-kept. 
And to hia trial we will follow atraijtht. 

■ Ely. a traitor. John 1 

■ John. Do not expostulate : 

You at yoar trial shall have time to prate. 

[AVfUBi cum Ely. 
Fitz. God. for thy pity, what a time is here ! 
John. Right gracious mother, would yourself 
and Chester — 
Would but withdraw you for a little space. 
While I confer with my good Lortl Fitiwater*- 
QlTKEN, My Lonl of Chester, wi]l you walk 

aside 1 
Ches. Whither your highness please, thither I 

will. [Exeuat CHE.STER am/ QuEEN. 

John. Soldiers, attend the person of our mother.^— 
[Xxeurtt SoLDtERK. 
Nohle Fitiwater, now we are alone. 
What oft I have desir'd I will entreat. 
Touching Matilda, fled with Huntington. 

FlTZ. Of her what would yon touch * Touch- 
ing her flight, 
She is tied hence with Robert, her true knight. 

John. Robert is outlaw'd, and Matilda free ; 
Why through his fault ahoulil she exileil be f 
She is your comfort, your old ' age's bliss ; 
Why should your age so great a comfort miss I 
She is all England's beauty, all her pride ; 
In foreign lands why should that beauty bide t 
Call her again, FitEwater, call again 
Guiltless Matilda, Iteauty's sovereign. ^ 

FiTZ. I grant. Prince John, Matildrt was my joy, 
And the fair sun that kept old Winter's frost 
From griping dead the marrow of my bones ; 
And she is gone ; yet where she is, God wot : 
Aged Fitzwaler truly guesseth not. 

' [UIJ i-upv. all .joar.i 



148 THE DOWNFALL OF ROBERT 

But where she is, there is kind Huntington ; 
With my fair daughter is ray noble son. 
If he may never be recalled again, 
To call Matilda back it is in vain. 

John. Living with him, she lives in vicious 
state, 
For Huntington is excommunicate ; 
And till his debts be paid, by Rome's decree 
It is agreed absolved he cannot be ; 
And that can never be : so ne'er a ^ wife, 
But a loathed ^ adulterous beggar's life, 
HMust fair Matilda live. This you may amend. 
And win Prince John your ever-during friend. 
• FiTZ. As how ? as how 1 

John. Call her from him : bring her to England's 
court, 
Where, like fair Phoebe, she may sit as queen 
Over the sacred, honourable maids 
That do attend the royal queen, my mother- 
There shall she live a prince's Cynthia, 
And John will be her true Endymion. 

FiTZ. By this construction she should be the 
moon, 
And you would be the man within the moon ! 

John. A pleasant exposition, good FitzwaterT 
But if it so fell out that I fell in, 
You of my full joys should be chief partaken 

FiTZ. John, I defy thee ! by my honour's hope, 
I will not bear this base indignity I 
Take to thy tools ! think'st thou a nobleman 
Will be a pander to his proper ^ child 1 
For what intend'st thou else, seeing I know 
Earl Chepstow's daughter is thy married wife. 
Come, if thou be a right Plantaganet, 
Draw and defend thee. O our Lady, help 



' [Old copy, ner^' w/c] • [Old copy, in a loath' d.] 

* [Own, from tlie Ijatin jn-opriuM.] 
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Tniu Eugltab lords froDi eiich a tyrant lord '. 
What, doflt thou tfaiok I jest ) Nay, by the rood, 
I'll loHe my life, or purge tliy lustful blood. 

John. What, my old ruffian, lie at your ward I ' 
Have at your froward bosom, olil Fitgwater.— 



EiUer QU£EN, Chestkh, SalISUUKV, huilily. 

FiTZ. 0, that thou wert not royal Richard'a - 
brother, 
Thou ahouldst here die in prespnce of thy mother. - 
[JoHNrMf*.- oW com/iaM FiTZWATER ; FlTZ- 

WATEH clutfta. 

What, is he up ? Nay, lords, then give us leave, 
«' Cbes. What me»ne tliie rage, Fitzwr.ter ) 
Queen. Lay hands upon the Bedlam, trait'ruua 

wretch I 
John. Nsy. hale him hence I and hear you, old 
FitzwateM- 
See that you stay uot five days in the realm, 
For if you do, you die remediless. 

FiTZ. Speak, lords : do you confirm what he 
■ hath said 1 

All. He is oitr prince, and he must lie nbey'd. 
FiTZ. Hearken. Earl John ! but one word will 

I say. 
John. I will not hear thee : nt-ither will I stay. 
•Thou know'st thy lime. [Erit John. 

(i'lTZ. Will not your highness hear 1 



1 To lit at tkt irard vru, and h Blill. a term in fencing ; 
Lhnt Fairfax. traiiBliiliiig the fl^'hl bclirecn Tanircil udiI 
Argantea in the 6lh book ol Tauo'a " Jeruaalcm UdiveccJ," 



-"OtKtfreyor Bulluiiriit 
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Queen. No : tliy Matilda robVd me of my dear. 

[Exit Queen. 
FiTZ. I aided thee in battle, Salisbury. 
Sal. Prince John is mov'd ; I dare not stay 
with thee. [Exit SALISBURY.^ 

Frrz. *Gainst thee and Ely, Cnester, was I foe, 
And dost thou stay to aggravate my woe 1 

Ches. No, good Fitzwater ; Chester doth lament 
^Thy wrong, thy sudden banishment. 
Whence grew the quarrel 'twixt the prince and 
thee ? 
FiTZ. Chester, the devil tempted old Fitzwater-.. 
To be a pander to his only daughter ; 
And my great heart, impatient, forced my hand, 
In my true honour's right to challenge him. 
Alas the while ! wrong will not be reprov'd. 
Ches. Farewell, Fitzwat«?r : wheresoever thou 
l)e, 
By letters, I beseech thee, send to me. 

[Exit Chester. 
FiTZ. Chester, I will, I will. 
Heavens turn to good this woe, this wrong, this 
ill. [Exit, 

SCENE II. 

fJnter SCATHLOCK and SCARLET, mi.7idnig their 
horns, at seve^'ol doors. To them enter RoBIN 

Hood, Matilda, all in green, Scathlock's 
Mother, Much, Little John : all the mev 

\oith hows and arrows. 

Rob. H. Widow, I wish thee homeward now to 
wend, 
Lest Warman's malice work thee any wrong. 



* The txit of SaliBbury is not marked, but it of course 
takes place here. 
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WtD. Master, 1 will ; and loickle good attend 
On thee, thy love, and all these yeomen strong. 

Mat. Forget not, widow, what you promis'dme. 
-tMuch. 0, ay, mistress: for God's sake let's 
have Jenny. 
WtD. You shall have Jenny sent you with all 
speed. 
Sons, farewell, and, by your mother's reed. 
Love well your roaster : blessing ever fall 
On Iiim, your mistress, and these yeomen talL 

[Exit. 
+ Much. God be with you, mother : have much 
mind, 1 pray, on Much your son, aud your daughter 

KoB. H._Wiud once more, jolly huntsmen, all 
your bonis ; 
Whose shrill sound, with the echoing wood's assist, 
Shall rin ga sa d k nell f or th e fearful deer, 
Before ourTeatheFITiliafts, ileiitli's winged darts, 
Bring sudden summons for their fatal ends. 

Scar. It's fiiU seven years since we were out- 
law 'd first. 
And wealthy Sherwood was our heritage t 
For all those years we reigned uncuntroU'd. 
■ From Bamsdale shrogs to Nottingham's red cliffs ; 
At Blithe and Tiekhill were we welcome guests. 
Good George- a-Greene at Bradford was our friend. 
And wanton Wakefield's Pinner' lov'd us well. 

' It seona NiegitUr (Imt the luther of tliis pli; ahould 
confound two auch penana u Ibe Shoemaker of ISrailford, 
who mwle all comer* " rail tbeir atuvea," and Oeorge-a- 
Qreme, Ihe Piniier of Wakefield ; ;ret luch in the euo in the 
icxt, TheexjilolUoFliothftrecBlehntediathepiayof "The 
Prnner of WakeBdd ' (in Uyoe'a cditiona of Oreene a Worke). 
vhieh BetDu Lo liari^ liecn popular. Nerertheleaa Hsnalowe 
in hia MS3. speaks of OiKtr|^.a-Qreene. aa otic dramatic 
piew, and of " The I'inner of Wakefield " b« atiather, m if 
ihcjr wan lo'o dislini^l hiToca. .Sco " Malone'H Shttkeapesre." 
Iij UoHirTll, iii. aOo. MiinrlHV ileo nwltca Scalhloek amt 



-*T.*k£j ' 
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At Banisley dwells a potter tough and strong. 
That never brook'd we brethren should havo 

wrong. 
The nuns of Famsfield (pretty nuns they be) 
Gave napkins, shirts, and bands to him and mo. 
Bateman of Kendal gave us Kendal green, 
And Sharpe of Leeds sharp arrows for us made : 
At Rotheram dwelt our bowyer, God him bless ; 
Jackson he hii:ht. his bows did never miss. 
This for our good — our scathe let Scjathlock tell. 
In merrv Mansfield how it once befell. 

SoATH. In merry Mansfield, on a wrestling day. 
Prizes there were, and yeomen came to j)lay ; 
My brother Scarlet and myself were twain. 
Many resisted, but it was in vain. 
For of them all we won tlie mastery. 
And the gilt wreaths were given to him and me. 
There by Sir Doncaster of Hothersfield 
We were ])ewray'd, beset, and forc'd to yield, 
And so borne bound from thence to Nottingham, 
Where we lay doomM to death till Warman came. 

Rob. H. Of that enough. Wliat cheer, my 
dearest love ? 
~\ Much O, good cheer anon, sir ; slie shall have 
venison lier bellvful. 

Mat. Matilda is as joyful of thy good 
As joy can make her : how fares Robin Hood ] 

Rob. H. Well, my Matilda, and if thou agree. 
Nothing but mirth shall wait on thee and me. 

Mat. God, how full oT perfect mirth wei'e I 
To see thy grief turn'd to true jollity ! 

Ron. H. Give mo thv hand : now God's curse 
on mo liLdit, 



Scjirlet two Bc|ianite |>er«oii«. [Miuidav does not confound 
the PindtT of Wakefield with the Bradford hero, for he 
cxpre88lydiBtin^uit>heK ]>ct\veen them : hut he crre in giving 
the latter the name of George-a-Grccne.] 



EAliL OK Hl'NTIMiTON. iTi'i 

If I fursakit not {jrief, iu griefs despite. 
Much, make a cry, and, yeomen, stand ye round ; 
I chaise ye never more let woful uound 
Be heard among ye ; but whatever MI, 
Laugh grief to scorn, and so make sorrow small, 
Much, make a cry, and loudly : Little John, 
-V*IOCH. God, O God l help, help, hel|J I I am 
undone, I am undone I 
Lit. John. Why, bow now, Muchl Peace, peace, 
you roaring slave. 
.J- Much. My master bad me cry, and I will cry 
till he bid me leave. Help, help, help ! Ay, 
marry will I. 
liOB. H. Peace, Much. Read on the articles, 

good John. 
Lit. John. First, no man must pr<«ump to call 
our niaster — 
By name of Earl, Lord, Baron, Knight, or Squire ; -i- 
But simply by the name of Robin Hood. 

Rob. H. Say, yeomen, l« tliis order will ye 

yield 1 
All. We yield to serve our maiiter, Robin Hood. 
Lrr. John. Next, 'tis agreed, if tliereto she 

That fair Matilda henceforth change her name. 
And while it is the chance of Robin Hood 
To live iu Sherwood a poor outlaw's life. 
She by Maid Marian's name be only call'd. 

Mat. I am contented ; read oil, Little John i 
Henceforth let me be nam'd Maid Marian. 

LjT. John. Thinlly, no yeoman, following Robin 
Hoo.1 
In Siierwood, sliull fabjiise wiilow, wife, or maid ; 
But by true labour lustfid thoughte expel. 
• Rob. H. How like ye this I 
' All. Master, we like it well. 
+Murn. But I cry no to it. What shall 1 do w.itli 
Jennv tlien I 



\ 
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^CAR. Peace, Much : go forward with the orders, 
fellow John. 
Lit. John. Fourthly, no passenger with whom 
ye meet 
VShall ye let pass, till he with Robin feast ; 
Elxcept a post, a carrier, or such folk 
As use with food to serve the market towns. 
All. An order which we gladly will observe. 
Lrr. John. Fifthly, you never shall the poor 



man wrong, 



j Nor spare a priest, a usurer, or a clerk. 
/ Much. Nor a fair wench, meet we her in the 
I dark ! 

Lit. John. Lastly, you shall defend with all 
your power 
yA Maids, widows, ori)hans, and distressed men. 

All. All these we vow to keep as we are men. 
Rob. H. Then wend ye to the greenwood 
merrily. 
And let the light roes bootless from ye run. 
Marian and I, as sovereigns of your toils. 
Will wait within our bower your bent bows' spoils. 
« Much. I will among them, master.-*. 

tEjretntt wimUng Oinr horns. 
ou seest, though courtly 
pleasures want, 
Yet country sport in Sherwood is not scant : 
For the soul-ravishing, delicious sound 
Of instrumental music we have found 
The winged quiristers with divers notes 
Sent from their quaint recording * pretty throats, 



* To record, as applied to birds, is gynonymoua to the 
yerb to a'mj : thus in " The Spanish Trai^edy," act ii. — 



<t 



Hark, madam, how the birds record hj night.' 



Shakespeare so employs the word in his " Two Gentlemen 
of Verona,** act v. sc. 4, and in the notes upon the passage 
more than sufficient instances arc collected. 
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every braach that compoaseth our bow'r, 
Without couimand coutoatiug nu each liuur. 
For ftiraa hanji^ngB and rich tapestry 
We have sweet uature's best embroidery. 
For thy eteel glass, wherein thou woiifst to look, 
Thy crystal eyes gaze in a. crystal brook. 
At cour t aflowtjTJir two did deck thy beail, 
Nqw wSh whole garlauds is it circled. 
For what in wealth we want, we have in flowers, 
Aiid what we lose in halls, we fiml in Iwwers. 
Mab. Marian hath all, sweet Robert, having 
thee, 
And guesses thee as rich in having me. 
• KOB. H. I am indeed ; 
For, having thee, what comfort cau I need ) 

' Mar. Go in, go in. 
To part such true love, Robin, it were sin. [Lxennt. 



/inter Prior, Sir Doncaster, Friau Tuck. 

Prior To take his body, by the blessed rood, 
Twould do me more than any other good. 

Don. 0, 'tis an unthrilt, still the churchmen's 

All ill-end will betide him, that 1 know. 
"Twas he that urged the king to 'sess the clergy^ 
When to the holy land he took his journey-j- 
And he it is that rescued those two thieves, 
Scarlet and Scathlock, that so many griefs 
-* To chtirchmeu did : and now, tbey say, 
Ue keeps in Sherwood, and himself doth play 
The lawless reaver : ' hear you, my Lord Prior,— 
He must be taken, or it will be wrong. 
I) ^^ ' Tuck, Ay, ay, soon said ; 
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But ere he be, many will lie dead, 
* Except it be by sleight. 
• Don. Ay, there, there, Friar.— 

Tuck. Give me, my lord, your execution. 
The widow Scarlet's daughter, lovely Jenny, 
■ — Loves, and is belov*d of Much, the miller's son. 
If I can get the girl to go with me, 
Disguis'd in habit like a pedlar's mort,* 
1*11 serve this execution, on my life. 
And single out a time alone to take 
Robin, that often careless walks alone. 
Why, answer not ; remember what I said : 
Yonder, I see, comes Jenny, that fair maid. 
If we agree, then back me soon with aid. 

Enter Jenny with a fardel, 
^ Prior. Tuck, if thou do it- 



■ Don. Pray, you do not talk : 
As we were strangers let us careless walk. 

Jen. Now to the green wood wend I, God me 

s|)eed. 
Tuck. Amen, fair maid, and send thee, in thy 
need. 
Much, that is born to do thee much good deed. 
Jen. Are you there, Friar ? nay then, i' faith, 
we have it. 
» Tuck. What, wench ? my love ? 
•Jen. Ay, gi't me when I crave it. 
Tuck. Unask'd I offer ; pry thee, sweet girl, take 

it— 
Jen. Gifts stink with proffer : foh ! Friar, I 
forsake it.— 



^ Mort was the old cant word for a loench, and was synony- 
( mous with doxt/f which is still sometimes in use. An ex- 
planation, for such as require it, may l>e found in Dekker's 
"Hellman of London," ed. 1010, sig. N. 



'Tuck. I will be kind. 
■ Jen. Will not your kindness kill her * - 
. Tuck. With love 1 
' Jen. You cog. 

' Tuck. Tut, girl, 1 am do miller : - 
(Hear in your ear. 
• Don. The Friar courts her. - [Slnniiivff bthtml. 
• Prior. Tiiah, let them aloue ; 
He is our Lady's Chaplain, but serves Joan. 
Don. Then, from the Friar's fiiult, perchimce, it 
may be — 
The proverb grew, Joan's taken for my lady.— 
Prior. Peace, good Sir Doncasler, list to the 

end. 
JkN. But mean ye faith and troth t shall I go 

wi' ye 1~- 
TcCK. Upon my faith, I do intend good faith. 
Jen. Ami shall I have the pioB and laces too. 
If I bear a pedlar's jiatk with you ? 

Tuck. As I am holy Friar, Jenny, thou slialt 
Jen. Well, there's my hand ; see. Friar, you do 

not halt. 
Tuck. Go hut before into the miry mead. 
And keeji tlie path that doth to Farnsfield lead ; 
I'll into Southwell and buy all tlie knauks, 
That shall fit both of us for pedlar's jmcks. 
Jen. Who be they two that yonder walk, 1 

pray I 
Tuck. Jenny, I know not : be they what they 
may, 
Scare not for them ; prythce, do not stay, 
But make some speed, that we were gone away. 
Jen. Well, Friar, I trust you that we go to 

Sherwood.^ 
Tuck. Ay, by my beads, and unto Bobin Hood, 
k Jen. Make speed, good Friar. 
« Tuck. Jenny, do not fear. [Snt Jenny. 

Lord Prior, now you hear, 
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As much as I. Get me two pedlar's packs, 
Points, laces, looking-glasses, pins and knacks ; 
And let Sir Doncaster with some wight la<l8 
Follow us close ; and, ere these forty hours, 
Upon my life Earl Robert shall he ours. 

Prior. Thou shalt have anything, my dearest 
Friar; 
And in amends V\\ make thee my sub-prior. 
Come, good Sir Doncaster, and if we thrive. 
We'll frolic with the nuns of Leeds, belive.* 

Enier FiTZWATER, like an old man. 

FiTZ. Well did he write, and micklo di<l he 
know. 
That said this world's felicity was woe, 
Which greater states can hardly undergo. 
Whilom Fitzwater, in fair England's court, 
Possess'd felicity and happy state. 
And in his hall blithe fortune kept her sport, 
Which glee one hour of woe did ruinate. 
Fitzwater once had castles, towns, and. towers, 
Fair gardens, orchards, and delightful bowers ; 
But now nor garden, orchard, town, nor tower, 
Hath poor Fitzwater left within his power. 
Only wide walks are left me in the world, 
Which these stiff limbs will hardly let me tread ; 
And when I sleep, heaven's glorious canopy 



' Mr Todd, in his *' Dictionary," thus explains the word 
helivt : ^* Speedily, quickly ; it is still common in West- 
moreland ioT present! y^ which sense, implying a little delay, 
like our expression of 6?/ and hy^ was formerly the gciienil 
acceptation of the word." Spenser uses it not unfre- 
quently — 

«< Perdie, Sir Kuight," said then the enchanter 6 /ity, 
" That ithaU 1 shortly purchase to your bond." 

— " Faerie Queene," b. ii. c. iii. st. 18. 
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Me and my mossy t-ouch d()th overspread. 

Of this injurious John cannot bereave meT 

The air and earth he (while I live) muat leave me ;- 

But from the English air and earth, poor man. 

His tyranny hath ruthless thee exiled. 

Yet e'er I leave it, I'll do what I can 

To gee Matilda, my fair luckless child. 

[Curtat'iM open : KOBIN HoOD sieepi on. a green 
bank, and MARIAN ttremng finwtrs on him. 
And in eood time, see where my comfort stands. 
And by her lies dejected Huntington. 
Look how my flow r holds flowers in her hands, 
And flings those sweets upon my sleeping son. 
I'll close mine eyes as if I wanted sight, 
That I may see the end of their delight. 

\Goet hweking wilh hit staff. 

Mas. What aged man art thout or by what -j 
chance 
Cam'st thou thus far into the wayless wood I '' 

FiTZ. Widow or wife, or mtudeu if thou 1«, 
Lend me thy hand ; thou seest I cannot see : 
Blessing betide thee, little t'eel'st thou want ; 
With me, good child, food is both hard and 

scant. 
These smooth even veins assure me he is kind, 
Whate'er he be, my girl, that thee doth find. 
I. poor and old, am ref t of jtll earth's good.. 

m's patron, Robin Hood. 
I art welcome: welcome, aged 



And desperately am c 

To seek th e poor n 

Mar. 3[nd tTioi 



Ay, ten times welcome to Maid Marian. 

Sit down, old fatlier, sit, and call me daugliter. 

God, how like he looks to old Fitzwater ! 

[/?Hn* in. 
FiTZ. Is my Matilda call'd Maid Marian 1 

1 wonder why her name is change<l thus. 
[M.vnUM hrin-j' wine, meat. 
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Mar. Here's wine U> cheer thy heart ; drink, 
aged man : 
There's ven'son and a knife, here's manchet^ fine: 
Drink, good old man, I pray you, drink more wine. 
My Robin stirs ; I must sing him asleep. 

Rob. H. Nay, you have wak'd me, Marian, with 
your talk. 
What man is that's come within our walk ? 

Mar. An aged man, a silly, sightless man, 
Near pin'd with hunger : see, how fast he eats. 
Rob. H. Much good niay't do him : never is 
good meat 
\ I Ill-spent on such a stomach. Father, proface ;2 
To Robin Hood thou art a welcome man. 

FiTZ. I thank you, master. Are you Robin 
Hood? 

* Rob. H. Father, I am. 

* FiTZ. 6o<i give your so\d much good 

For this good meat Maid Marian hath given me. 
But hear me, master ; can you tell me news, 
Where fair Matilda is, Fitzwater's daughter ] 
Rob. H. Why, here she is ; this Marian is she. 

* FiTZ. Why did she change her name ? 
"• Rob. H. What's that to thee ? 

FiTZ. Yes, I could weep for grief that it is so. 
But that my tears are all dried up with woe. 
Rob. H. Why. she is called Maid Marian, honest 
friend. 



* Mandiet is fine white bread : panin candidior et purior. 

• It seems agreed l>y the commentators on the word pro- 
face (which Shakespeare uses in '* Henry IV. Part II.," act 
y. sc. 3), that it means in fact what Robin Hood has already 
said : " Much good may it do you." it is disputed wiiether 
it be derive<l from the French or the Italian ; Mr Tod<l 
ffives prouface as the etymology, and Malone pro rl fam'a^ 
hut in fact thev are one and the same. It occurs in *' The 
Widow's Tears," act iv. sc. 1, where Ero is eating and 
drinkins: in the tomb. [Compare Dyce's " ShakcKpejire," 
1868, Gloss, in v.] 
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Ikcause she lived a spotless maiden life ; 
And shall, till Robin's outlaw life have end, 
That he may la\vfully take her to wife ; 
Which, if King Richard come, will not be long. 
For in his hand is power to right our wrong. 

FiTZ. If it be thus, I joy in her name's change : 
So pure love in these times is very strange. 

Mar. Robin, I think it is my aged father^ 

[Aside. 

Rob. H. Tell me, old man, tell me in courtesy, 
Are you no other than you seem to be ? 

FiTZ. I am a wretched aged man, you see, 
If you will do me aught for charity : 
Further than this, sweet, do not question me. 

Rob. H. You shall have your desire. But what 
be these ? 



A'lUer Friar Tuck ami Jenny, like j^Mars, 

singiiiff. 

What lack pe / wfuit lack ye. / 
What is it you will buy ? 
Any pointSy pins m' laces^^. 
Any lacex, points or pins / 
Fine gloves^ fine ylasset^ 
Any busks or masks ? 
Or any other pretty things 1 
Come, cluap foi* love, or buy for monty^^ 
Any coney y coney-skins ? 
For laceSy points or pins / 
Fair niaidsy conie chtosc or buy. 
I liave pretty poking.-stickSy^ 
And many otJier tricks, 
Come, cJioosf for love, or buy for money. - 



^ The 4° terms them poilng stickg, and bo sometimes they 
were called, instead of jxyking sticks. They were used to 
plait and set ruffs. 
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Rob. H. Pedlar, I prythee set thy pack down 
here : 
Marian shall buy, if thou be not too dear. 

Tuck. Jenny, unto thy mistress show thy pack. 
Master, for you J have a pretty knack, 
From far I brought, please you see to the same. 

[Exevnt ROBIN HoOD, MARIAN, and FiTZWATER. 

Enter SiR DoNCASTER and others, weaponed} 

Friar, Sir Doncaster, are not we -pedlar-like 1 
Don. Yes, passing fit ; and yonder is the bower. 
I doubt not we shall have him in our power. 
Friar, You and your company were best stand 

close. 
Don. What shall the watchword be to bring us 

forth? 
Friar. Take it, I pray, though it be much more 
worth : 
When I speak that aloud, be sure I serve 
The execution presently on him. 
*^ Don. Friar, look to't. 
•* Friar. Now, Jenny, to your song. [Sings. 

Enter MARIAN, RoBlN. 

Mar. Pedlar, what pretty toys have you to sell ? 
Friar. Jenny, unto your mistress show your 
ware. 
* Mar. Come in, good woman. [Exeunt. 

I i^f Frlar. Master, look here. 



^ The old copy here repeats, in part, the preceding stage 
direction, viz., Eider Friar like a pedlar^ and Jennys 
which must be an error, as they are already on the stage ; 
in fact, only Sir Doncaster and his armed followers enter. 
The exit of Robin Hood, with Marian and Fitz water, is not 
noticed. 
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And God give ear, 

So mote I the,^ 

To her and me, 

If ever we, 

Robin, to thee, 

That art so free. 

Mean treachery. 
* Rob. H. On, pedlar, to thy pack ; 
If thou love me, my love thou shalt not lack. 
Friar. Master, in brief, 

There is a thief. 

That seeks your grief. 

God send relief 

To you in need. 

For a foul deed. 

If not with speed 

You take good heed, 

There is decreed. 

In yonder brake 

There lies a snake, 

That means to take 

Out of this wood 

The yeoman good, 

CalPd Robin Hood. 
Roa H. Pedlar, I prythee be more plain. 
" What brake 1 what snake 1 what trap ? what 
train 1 
Friar. Robin, I am a holy friar. 

Sent by the Prior, 

Who did me hire, 

For to conspire 

Thy endless woe 

And overthrow : 

But thou shalt know, 

I am the man 

Whom Little John 

* I.e., Thriye. 
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From Nottingham 
Desir'd to be 
A clerk to thee ; 
For he to me 
Said thou wert free, 
And I did see 
Thy honesty, 
From gallow-tree 
When thou didst free 
Scatlilock and Scarlet certainly.^ 
ROR H. Why, then, it seems that thou art Friar 
Tuck. 
' Friar. Master, I am. 
* Rob. H. I pray thee, Friar, say, 
What treachery is meant to me this day ? 

Friar. First wind your horn ; then draw your 
sword. [Robin Hood winds his hom. 

*For I have given a friar's word, 
•To take your body prisoner, 
*And yield you to Sir Doncaster, 
''The envious priest of Hothersfield, 

* Whose power your bushy wood doth shield ; 

* But 1 will die ere you shall yield. 

Enter LriTLE JOHN, <{rc. 

^ And sith your yeomen do appear, 
' I'll give the watchword without fear. 
Take it, 1 pray thee, though it be more worth. 

Uttsh in Sir Doncaster with his crew. 

Don. Smite down I lay hold on outlaw'd 

Huntington ! 
Lit. John. Soft, hot-spurr'd priest, 'tis not so 

quickly done. 

1 The rhyme is made out by reading certainly, but the old 
copy, [which is printed as prose J has it certain. 
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Don. Nuw, out, ulaa I the friar and lliu maul 
Have to false thieves Sir Doncaster betray'J. 

[Exeunt omna 



ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

fJiiUr John crowned, QuEEN Elinor, Ciiestek, 
Salisbuiiy, Lord Prior. Sit down itll. 
WaRMAN stands. 

John. As God's vicegerent, John ascends tliie 
throne, 
His hewl impal'd with England's diadem,' 
And in his hand the awful rod of rule, 
Giving tlie humble place of excellence, 
And to the low earth casting down the proud. 

Queen. Such upright rule is in each realui 
allow'd. 

John. Chester, you onee were Ely's ojien friend. 
And yet are douhtfid whether he deserve 
A public trial for his private wrongs. 

Chbs. 1 still am doubtful whether it be fit 
To punish private faults with public shame 
In such a person as Lord Ely is. 

Prior. Yea, honourable Chester, more it fits 
To make apparent sins of mighty m«n. 
And on their persons sharply to correct 
A little fault, a very small defect. 
Than on the poor to practise chastisement : 
Fur if a poor man die, or suSer shame. 
Only the poor and vile respect the same ; 
But if the mighty fall, fear then besets 
The proud heart of the mighty ones, his mates : 



> This atagc direction, like loanv 
'So in "Henry VI. P»rl III." 
tjialf him nilti the regnt crown ' " 



ilbcn, 



a not marked. 
K- 3: "ftid I 
ae of the word 
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They think the world is garnished with nets, 
I And traps ordained to entrap their states ; 
I Which fear in them begets a fear of ill, 
\ And makes them good, contrary to their m411. 
' John. Your lordship hath said right. Lord 

Salisbury, 
Is not your mind as ours concerning Ely 1 

Sal. I judge him worthy of reproof and shame. 

, ^JoHN. Warman, bring forth your prisoner, Ely, 

the chancellor ; 
And with him bring the seal that he detains. 
*Warman, why goest thou not ? 

* War. Be good to me, my lord. 

* John. What hast thou done ? 

* War. Speak for me, my Lord Prior-t- 
All my good lords entreat his grace for me. 

^Ely, my lord 

*JoHN. Why, where is Ely, Warman 1 
"War. Fled to-day : this misty morning he is 
fled away. 
John. Judas I whom nor friend nor foe may 
trust, 
Think'st thou with tears and plaints to answer this ? 
Do I not know thy heart 1 do I not know 
That bribes have purchas'd Ely this escape ? 
Never make antic faces, never bend 
With feigned humblesse thy still crouching knee, 
But with fixM eyes unto thy doom attend. 
Villain I I'll plague thee for abusing me. 
Go hence ; and henceforth never set thy foot 
In house or field thou didst this day possess. 
Mark what I sav : advise thee to look to't, 
Or else, be sure, thou diest remediless. 
Nor from those houses sec that thou receive 
So much as shall sustain thee for an hour, 
But as thou art, go where thou canst ; get friends. 
And he that fee<ls thee be mine enemy. 
War. my good lord ! 
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•John. Tliou tliy good lord belrayeiUt,' 
Aud alt the world for money thoii wilt sell. 
AVar. Wbal says the queen ) 
•Queen. Why, tlius I say ; 
Betray thy master, thou wilt all betray. 

War. My Lords of Chester and of Salisbury ! 
Both. Speak not to us : all traitors we defy. 

• War. Good my Lord Prior-! — 

• Prior. Alas ! what tan I do 1 

War. Then I defy the world ! yet I desire 
Your grace would read this supplication. 

[John rtiuln. 
JoUN. I thought as much ; but, W anuau, dost 
' thou tliiuk 
There is one moving line to mercy here 1 
I tell thee, no ; therefore away, away ! 
A shameful death follows thy longer stay. 
• War. poor, poor man ! 
Of miserable miaerablcsl wretch I am. [Em 

JoHM. Confusion be thy guide ! a Itaser slave 
Earth cannot bear : plagues follow him, 1 crave. 
Can any tell me if my Lonl of York 
* Be able to sit up 1 
f QuEEX. The Archbishop's grace 
I Was reasonable well even now, good son. 
' Sal. And he desir'd me that I should dosiro 
Your majesty to send unto his grace, 
If any matter did import his presence. 

John. We will ourselves step in and visit hiui. 
Mother and my good lords, will you attend us 1 
Prior. I gladly will attend your majesty, 
John. Now, good lord, help ua ! When I said 
good lords, 
I meant not you, Lord Prior : lonl I know you aiv. 
But gooil, God knows, you never mean to bo. 

[E^ettnt John, Quekn, Chkstek, Sausbukv. 
Prior. John is incens'il; and very much, 1 doubt. 
Thai villain Wnrinnn hath accused mc 
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About the 'scapo of Ely. Well, suppose he have. 
What's that to me 1 1 am a clergyman, 
And all his power, if he all extend, 
Cannot prevail against my holy order- .. 
But the Archbishop's grace is now his friend, 
And may, perchance, attempt to do me ill. 

A'w/(7' a Serving MAN. 

• What news with you, sir t 
" — Serv.-man. Even heav}' news, my lord ; for the 

lightning's ^ fire, 
Falling in manner of a firedrake ^ 
Upon a bam of yours, hath burnt six barns, 
And not a strike of corn resei^v'd from dust. 
No hand could save it, yet ten thousand hands 
Laboured their best, though none for love of 

you ; 
' For every tongue with bitter cursing bann'd 
\ Your lordship, as the viper of the land. 
'^ Prior. What meant the villains 1 
* Serv.-man. Thus and thus they cried : 
Upon this churl, this hojirder-up of com, 
This spoiler of the Eiirl of Huntington, 
This lust-defiled, merciless, false prior. 
Heaven raineth vengeance down in sha})c of fire. 
Old wives, that scarce could with their crutches 

creep. 
And little babes, that newly learn' d to speak. 
Men masterless, that thorough want did weep. 
All in one voice, nith a confused cry, 
In execrations bann'd you bitterly : 
Plague follow plague, they cry : he hath undone 
The good Lord Robert, Earl of Huntington. 
And then 



* fOUl copy, light, j 

^ Sec Mr Stcevens note on " Henry VIII.," act v. sc. 3. 
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Prior.' Wlint then, thou villain I Gettheefrom 

my siglit ! 
They that wish plaguus, plngues will upon them 
light. 

Kntfi- another SERVANT. 

'Prior. Wliat are your tidings ! 
Serv. The convent of St Mary's are agreed, 
And have elected in your lonlahip's place 
Old father Jerome, who is stall'd Lord Prior-- 
il By the new ArcbbiBbop. 

Prior. Of York, thou mean'st I 
A vengeance on hitii ! he is my hoiw's foe. 

Enter a HSBALD, 

Her. Gilbert de Hood, late Prior of .Sajnt 
Mary's,^ 
Our sovereign John conitnandeth thee by me. 
That presently thou leave this blessed Imtil, 
Detiled with the burthen of thy sin. 
All thy goods temi)ura] and spiritual, 
With free consent of Hubert Lord [of] York, 
Primate of England and thy ordinaryT — 
He hath suspended, and vowed by heaven — 
To hang thee up, if tbou depart not heni;<; 
Without delaying or more question. 
And that he hath good reason for the same, 
He sends this writing 'lirm'd with Warnian's 

hand, 
And comes himself; whoso presence if thou stay, 
I fear this sun will see thy dying day. 

Prior. 0, Warman hath betray'd me t woe is 



I 



. I 
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Ente^' John, Queen, Chester, Salisbury. 

John. Hence with that Prior ! sirrah, do not 
speak : 
My eyes are full of wrath, my heart of wreak ^ 
Let Leicester come : his haught heart, I am sure, 
Will check the kingly course we undertake. 

[Exeunt cum PRIOR. 

> Enter LEICESTER, drum and ancient, 

» John. Welcome from war, thrice noble Earl of 

^ Leicester, 

Unto our court : welcome, most valiant earl. 
Lei. Your court in England, and King Richani 
gone ! 
A king in England, and the king from home ! 
This si^ht and salutations are so strange, 
That what I should I know not how to speak. 
John. What would you say ? speak boldly, wc 

entreat. 
Lei. It is not fear, but wonder, bars my speech. 
I muse to see a mother and a queen. 
Two peers so great as Salisbury and ChesteB, 
^- Sit and support proud usurpation. 

And see King Richard's crown worn by Earl John. 
Queen. He sits as viceroy and a[s] substitute. 
^ Ches. He must and shall resign, when Richard 

\ comes. 

Sal. Chester, he will, without your must and 

shall. 
Lei. Whether he will or no, he shall resign. 
John. You know your own will, Leicester, but 

not mine. 
Lei. Tell me among ye, where is reverend Ely, 
Left by our dread king as his deputy ? 
John. Banish'd he is, as proud usurpers should. 



* i.c., Vengcnnco. 
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Lki. Pride then, tjelike, was eDemy to prido : 
Ambition in yourself his state eiivlod. 
Where is Fitzwater, th^t old liouour'd lord I 

John. Dishonour'd and exil'd, as Ely is. 

Lei. Exil'd he may be, but dishonoup'd never ^ 
~ile was a fearless soldier and a virtuous acholar.*- 
But where is Huntington, that noble youth 1 
I Cbes. Undone by riot. 
» Lei. Ah ! the greater ruth. 

John. Leicester, you question more than doth 
become you. — 
On to the purpose, why you come to us. 

Lei. I come to Ely and to all the state. 
Sent by the king, who three times sent before 
To have his ransom brought to Austria : 
And if you be elected deputy. 
Do as you ought, and send the ransom -moneyr— 

John. Leicester, you see I am no deputy ; 
And Richard's ransom if you do require, 
Thus we make answer : Richard is a king, 
In Cyprus, Aeon, Acre, and rich Palestine. 
To get those kingdoms England lent him men, 
And many a million of her substance spent, 
The very entrails of her womb were r«nt ; 
No plough but paid a share, no needy hand, 
But from his poor estate of penury 
Unto his voyage ofier'd more than mit«s. 
And more, poor souls, than they bad might to spnie. 
Yet were they joyful ; for atill flying news — 
And lying I perceive them now to be — 
Came of King Richard's glorious victories, 
Bis conquest of the Soldan,^ and such tales 
As blew them up with hope, when he retura'd, 
He would have scatter'd gold about the streets. 

Lei. Do princes fight for gold 1 leaden 
thought ! 

' |n|,i copy. .SoNHnn..] 
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YoiiT father knew thai honour was the aim 
Kings level at. By sweet St John, I swear. 
You urge me so. that I cannot forbear. 
What (lu you tell of money lent the king. 
When first he went into this holy war, 
As if he had extortei! from the poor. 
When you, the queen, uud all that hear me speak, 
Know with what zeal the people gave theii' 

gooils. 
Old wives took silver buckles from their l>elta ; 
Young maids the gilt pins that tuck'd up their 

Children their pretty whistles from their necks. 
And every man what he did most esteem. 
Crying to soldiers. " Wear these gift* of ours." 
This proves that Richard had no need to wrong, 
Or force the people, that with willing hearts 
Gave more than was desir'd. And where you say, 
You [do! guess llichard's victories but lies, 
1 swear ne wan rich Cyprus with his sword ; 
Aiid thence, more glorious than the guide of 

Greece, 
That brought so hu^e a fleet to Tenedos, 
He sail'd along the Mediterran sea, 

.'Where ou a sunbright morning he did meet 
The warlike Soldan's ' well-prepared fleet. 
0, still, raethinks, I see King Richard stand 
In his gilt armour atain'd with Pagan's blood. 
Upon a galley's prow, like war's fierce god, 

-And on his crest a crucifix of gold I 

O, that d.iy's honour can be never told I 

Six times six several brigantines he hoarded. 

And in tlie greedy waves flung wounded Tiirks ; 

And lliree times thrice the winged galley's banks 

(Wherein tlte Soldan's son was admiral) 

In his own person royal Richard smooth'd, 

' In Ihc old copj' tMiour'i. 
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And left no heathen hand to 1)o ii[dio!iv'd 
" Against the Chrietian soldiers, 
John. Leicester, sof 
^^^» Did he all this J 
^^^* Lei. Ay, by Gud be did, 

^^^K And more than thi^ : nny, Jest fnoti at it, John ; 
^^^P 1 Bwear he did, by Leicester's faith Tie did, 
^^™ And made the green sea red wilh Pagan blood, 
Leading to Joppa glorious victory, 
And following fear, that fled unto the foe. 
-" John. All this he did! perehance all this was 

ISO ! 
Lei. Holy Go<l, help me ! soldiers, come away ! 
This carpet-knight ' sits carping at our scars, 
And jests at those most glorious, well-fought 
wars. 
'^JoHN. Leicester, you are too hot ; stay ; go not 
yet. 
Methioks, if Richard won those victories, 
The wealthy kingdoms he hath conquered 
May, better than poor England, pay his ransom.-^ 
He left this realm, as a young orphan<maid, 
To Ely, the sl«p-father of this state. 
That stripp'd the virgin to her very skin ; 
And, Leicester, had not John more careful been 
• Than Kichard, 
At this hour England had not England been, 
Therefore^ood warlike lord, take this in brief; 
"SVe wish King Richard well, but can send no re 
^^ lief. 

^^H LxL 0, let not my heart break with inward 
^H grief] 

1^^^ ' See Mr OifFord's now («) to " The Usid of Honour," 
MMunger'a Works, ill. 47, for an L-xplanftiinn of the origin 
•nd uie of tbiii cxprettion of conlcmpL See aieo Malone'e 
nimarkH upon the piMitge in " Twelfth Night," act iil. s«. 
4 : " He ia a knight duUb'd with an unhalch'd rapior and 
on carpet consiJeratlon." 
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John. Yes, let it, Leicester : it is not amiss, 
That twenty such hearts break as your heart is. 

Lel Are you a mother 1 were you Englan<i's 
queen ? 
Were Henry, Richard, Geoffery, your sons '? 
All sons but Richard— sun of all those sons 
And can you let this little meteor. 
This ignis faium, this same wandering fire, 
This goblin of the night, this brand, this spark, 
Seem through a lanthom greater thau^ he is ? 
By heaven, you do not well : by earth, you do not t 
Chester, nor you, nor you. Earl Salisbury ; 
Ye do not, no, ye do not what ye should. 

Queen. Were this bear loose, how he would 
tear our maws. 

Ches. Pale death and vengeance dwell within 
his jaws. 

Sal. But we can muzzle him, and bind his 
paws : 
If King John say we* shall, we will indeed. 
• John. Do, if you can. 
*^ Lel It's well thou hast some fear. 
No, curs ! ye have no teeth to bait this bear.» 
I will not bid mine ensign-bearer wave 
My tattered colours in this worthless air, 
Which your vile breaths vilely contaminate. 
Bearer,* thou'st been my ancient-bearer long. 
And borne up Leicester's bear in foreign lands ; 
Yet now resign these colours to myhands, 
For I am full of grief and full of rage. 



* On the standard by which Leicester was attended on 
his entrance, no doubt the crest of that family, yiz.» a bear 
and ragged staff, was represented. To this the queen refers 
when Mic exclaims — 

'* Were this btar loose, how he woald tear our maws." 

* [Old copy, Btar, thou htut. Leicester was accompanied 
by his ancient, whose entrance is marked aboTe.] 
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John, luok upon me : thus di<l Richard tiiku 
The coward Austria's colours in his hand, 
And thus ho vast them under Aeon walls, 
And thus he trod them underneath his feet. 
Eicli colours, how I wrong ye by this wrong ! 
But I will right ye. Beac[er], take tliem again, 
And keep them ever, ever them maintain : 
We shall have use for them, I hope, ere lung. 
John. Dar'st thou attempt this proudly in our 

sight 1 
LKL What is't a subject dares, that I dare not i 
Sal. Dare subjects dare, their sovereign Iwing 

byl 
Lei. God, tliat my true sovereign were nigh ! 
' Queen. Leicester, he is. 
' Lel Madam, by God, you lie. 
• Ches. Unmanner'd man. 
» Lei. a plague of reverence, 
Where no regard is had of excellence. 

[Sovnd ,lrum 
. But you will quite ' me now : I hear your drums : 
Your principality hath stirr'd up men, 
And now you think to muzzle up this bear. 
Still they come nearer, but are not the near. 
• John. What drums are these 1 
'' Sal. 1 tiilnk, some friends of yours 
Prepare a power t* resist this wrong, 

Lei. Let them prepare, for Leicester is pre|>ar'il, 
l_. Ajid thus he wooes his willing men to fight. 
yi Soldiers,' ye see King Riehard'a open wrong ; 



"III troth, EufiDii, t bneisiiu towotp loo; 
Snt when I nglL. I come comfcrMbl;, 

' Althougb the old copy menlianB no more at ihe bcjpn- 
niiig of this intorviBW than Snter Lrictiler, drum and 
ancieM, yet according to tliU apecoh lie musl cither liavc 
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Richanl, that led ye to the glorious East, 
And made ye tread upon the blessed land, 
Where he, that brought all Christians blessedness, 
Was bom, lived, wrought his miracles, and died, 
From death arose, and then to heaven ascended ,t 
^Vho8e true religious faith ye have defended. ■-• 
Ye fought, and Richard taught ye how to fight 
Against profane men, following Mahomet ; 
But, if ye note, they did their kings their right : 
These more than heathen sacrilegious men, 
Professing Christ, banish Christ's champion hence, 
Their lawful lord, their home bom sovereign. 
With \)etty quarrels and with slight pretence. 

Enter RICHMOND, Soldiers. 

0,*let me be as short as time is short, 
For the arm'd foe is now witliin our sight. 
Rememl)er how 'gainst ten one man did fight, 
So hundreds against thousands have borne head ! 
You are the men that ever conquered : 
If multitudes oppress ye that ye die, 
Let's sell our lives, and leave them valiantly. 
Courage ! upon them ! till we cannot stand. 

* John. Richmond is yonder. — 

* Queen. Ay, and, son, I think, 
•The king is not far off. 

* Ches. Now heaven forfend ! 

Lei. Why smite ye not, but stand thus cowardly ? 

Rich. If Richmond hurt good Leicester, let him 
die. 

Lei. Richmond ! 0, pardon mine offending eye, 
That took thee for a foe : welcome, dear friend ! 
Where is my sovereign Richard ? Thou and he 

been more numerously attended , or some of his followers 
came upon the stjige during his dispute with the king and 
queen. 
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Were Iwtli ill Ausli'la. Kicliiiioinl, cum fort, me, 
And tell me where Iw is, and how he lares, 
0, for Ids ransom, many thousand onr^s 
•Have me afflictedr- 
* Rioa. Leicester, he is come to London,— 
And will himself to faithless Austria, 
Like a true kiug, his promis'd ransom bear. 

Lei. At London, say'st thou, Richniomll is he 
there 1 
Farewell : I will not stay to tell my wrongs 
To these pale-colour'd, heartless, guilty lords. 
Richmond, you shall go with me : do not stay. 
And I will tell yon wonders by the way. 

EiCH. The king did doubt you had some iiijnrj', 
And therefore sent this power to rescue ye. 

Lei. 1 thank his grace. Madam, adieu, adieu. 
I'll to your son, and leave your shade with you. 

[Exetml. 
John. Ilark how he mocks me, calling me your 
shade. 
Chester and Salisbury, shall we gather i>ower, 
■And keep what we have got 1 

'Ghes. And in an hour 
Be taken, Judg'd, and 'headed witli disgrao«. 
■ Salisbury, what say you ) 

Sal. My lord, I hid your excellence adieu. 
I to King Richuil will submit my knee : 
I have good hope his grace will pardon me. 

Ches. And, Salisbury, I'll go along with thee. 
Farewell, Queen Mother; fare yon well, Lonl 
John. 
'John. Mother, stay you. 
• QUEKN. Not I, son, by Saint Anne. 
•John. Will you not stay 1 
Queen. Go with me : I will do the best 1 may 
To beg my son's forgiveness of my son, [A'mV, 

John. Go by yourself. By heaven, 'twas 'long 

VOL VIII. M 
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''I ruse to fall so suoi]. Leicester and Richmond's 
crew, 
They corae to take me : now too late I rue 
My proud attempt. Like falling Phaeton, 
I perish from my guiding of the sun. 

Enter again Leicester and Richmond,' 

Lei. I will go back, i' faith, once more and see, 
Whether this mock king and the Mother Queen — 

'And who^Hore's neither queen nor lord ! 
What, king of crickets, is there none but you ? 

* Come otf, [this crown : this sceptra off ! j ' 
This crown, this seeptre are King Richard's right : 
Bear thou thorn, Richmond, thou art his true 

knight. 
You would not send his ransom, gentle John ; 
He's come to fetch it now. Come, wily fox, 
Now you are stripp'd out of the lion's case, 
What, dare you look the lion in the face I 
The English lion, that in Austria 
With his strong hand pull'd out a lion's heart. 
Good Rielmiond, tell it me ; for God's sake, do ; 
O, it does me good to hear his glories tohl. 
Rich. Leicester, 1 saw King Richard with his 
fist 
Strike dead the son of Austrian Leopold, 
And then I saw him, by the duke's command, 
Compass'd and takvn by a troop of men, 
Who led King Richard to a Uon's dea 
Opening the door, and in a paved court, 
The cowards left King Richard weaponless : 
Anon comes forth the fire-eyed dreadful beast. 
And with a heart-amazing voice he roar'd, 

> The relurn of Leicealcr nn<l Itichutond, after their txU 
jiiat before, ia not menUoned in tlic 1". 
• [.JlJcop}-,('on« .#.<./. J 
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Opeuing (like hell) his iro ii -toothed J nws, 

And stretching out his fierce death-threatening 

I tell thee, Leicester, and I smile thereat 
(Though then, God knows, J had no power to 

smile), 
I stood by treacherous Austria all the while, 
Who in a gallery with iron gratis 
Stay'd to hehold King Richard made a prey. 
Lbi. What waa't thou smiledet at in Austria 1 
Rich. Leicester, he shook — so help me God, he 
shook — 
With very terror at the lion's look. 

Lei. Ah, coward ! hut go on, what Kichani 

did. 
Rich. Richar<l about hia right haud wound a 

(Ood quite her for it) given him by a maid : 
With endless good may that good deed be paid ! 
And thrust that arm down the devouring throat 
Of the fierce lion, and withdrawing it. 
Drew out the strong heart of tlie monstrous beast, 
And left the senseless body on the ground. 

Lei, royal Richard : Richmond, look on John: 
Does he not quake in hearing this discourse 1 
Come, we will leave him, Richmond : let us go. 
' John, make suit 
For grace, that is your [only] means, you know. 

[Exeunt. 

JoBN. A mischief on that Leicester I is he gone t 
'Twere best go too, lest in some mad fit 
He turn again, and lead me prisoner. 
Southward I dare not fly : fain, fain I wouhl 
To Scotland bend my course ; but all the woods 
Are full of outlaws, that in Kendal green 
Follow the outlawed Earl of Huntington. 
Well, I will clothe myself in such a suit. 
And by tint means as well 'scajie nil pursuit, 
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Aft pa*j the danger-threatening Huntington ; 

For, having many outlaws, they'll think me 

By my attire one of their mates to be. [Eurit. 



SCENE 2. 

Enter SC'ARLET, LITTLE JoHN, awi FrIAR Tuck. 

Friar. Scarlet and John, so God me save, 
'No mind unto my lieads I have : 

• I think it be a luckless day, 
*For I can neither sing nor say ; 

• Nor have I any power to look 

• On portace or on matin book. 

' Scar. What is the rfeason, tell us, Friar ?^ 
' Friar. And would ye have me be no liar ? — 

• Lit. John. No. God defend that you should lie : 
•A churchman be a liar? — fie ! 

Friar. Then, by this hallo w'd crucifix, 
The holy water and the pix, 
It greatly at my stomach sticks, 
That all this day we had no gues*,^ 
And have of meat so many a mess. 

Much brings out Ely, like a countryman vn'tk a 

basket. 

"^ Much. Well, and ye be but a market, yc are 

but a market-man. 
'^ Ely. I am sure, sir, I do you no hurt, do I ? 
^ Scar. We shall have company, no doubt : 

• My fellow Much hath found one out. 

* Friar. A fox, a fox ! as I am friar,- 
*Much is well worthy of good hire. 



or 



* Oue$ts were often formerly spelt guess, whether it were 
were not necessary for the rhyme. 
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■ Lit. JoirN. Say, Friar, sooHiIy. know'st iljon 

him? 
• Friar. It is a wolf in a sheep's skin. 
"Go, call our master, Little John ; 
vA. glad man will ho be anon. 
'It's Ely, man, the cliaiicellor. [Jwr/r.] 

Lit, John. God's pity ! look unto him, Friar. 
[Anile. £xU LITTLE John. 
'' Much. What, ha" ye eggs to sell, old fellow 1 
-{ Ely. Ay, sir, some few ; and those my need con- 
Blrains ma bear to Mansfield, that I may sell tlioiii 
there to buy me bread. 
Scar. Alas, good man ! I prythee, where dost 
dwell 1 

■ Ely. I dwell in Oxon, sir 
• Scar. I know the town. 

-HtfocH. Alaa, poor fellow ! if thon dwell with 
oxen, it's strange they do not gore thee with their 
horns. 

Ely, Masters, I tell ye truly where I dwell, 
And whither I am going ; let me go. 
Your master would he much displcas'd, I know, 
If he should hejir you hinder ptior men thus. 

Friar. Father, one word with you, before we part. 
■^ Much. S<«r!et, the Friar will make ua have 
anger all. 
Farewell ; and boar mo witness, though I stay'il 

him, 
I stay'd him not. An old fellow and a m.irkft 
man ! [KAi. 

Friar. Whoop 1 in your riddles. Much 1 then 

we shall ha't 
Scar. Wliat dost thou, Friar) prytheo, let him 

go 
Friar. I prythee, Scarlet, let us two alone. 

[Exit St-AR. 
Ely. Friar, I spc ihmi know'si me : let me go, 






O.I turn I lo thr 



viU .1 
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Friar. My master's service bids me answer no, 
Yet love of holy churchmen wills it so. 
Well, good my lord, I will do what I may 
To let your holiness escape away. 

Enter Robin Hood and Little .Tohn.^ 

Here comes my master : if he question you. 
Answer him like a plain man, and you may pass. 
^Ely. Thanks, Friar. 
* Friar. 0, my lord thinks me an ass. 
Rob. H. Friar, what honest man is there with 
theef 
" Friar. A silly man, good master. I will speak 

for you : 
Stand you aloof, for fear they note your face. 

[To Ely. 
Master, in plain, 
It were but in vain, 
Long to detain 
With toys or with babble^r 
With fond, feigned fablesn- 
But him that you see 
In so mean degree 
Is the Lord Ely, 
That help'd to exile you, 
That oft did revile you. 
Though in his fall 
His train be but small. 
And no man at all 
Will give him the wall, 
Nor lord doth him call, 
Yet he did ride, 
On jennets pied. 
And knights by his side 



^ The stage direction in the original ia only Enter 
JMdn, 



k 
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Did foot it eat^h tide. 
O, see tlie fall of pride, ' 

• Rob. H. Friar, enough. [Auilr. 
' Friar. I pray, sir, let him go. 

He is a very simple mail in show : 
He dwells at Oxon, and to us doth say, 
To Mansfield market he doth take his way. 

Lit. Jobn. Friar, this is not Mansfield nuirki'l- 
day. 

• Rob. H. Mliat would he soil ) 

• Friak. Eggs, sir, as he says. 

' RoR H. Kcarlet, go thy ways : 
'Take in this old man, fill his skin with venison. 
And after give him money for his eggs. 

Ely. No, sir, I thank yoii, I have promis'd them 
To Master Bailey's wife, of Mansfield, ail. 

Rob. H. Nay, sir, you do me wrong : 
No Bailey nor his wife shall have an egg. 
-^Scarlet, I say, take his eggs, and give him money, - 

• Ely. Pray, dr. 

• Friar. Tu*h, let him have your eggs. 
' Ely. Faith, I have none. 

Friar. God's pity, then, he will fiml you some," 
Scar. Here are no eggs, nor anything lint hay. 
Yes, by the mass, here's soinewhnt like a seal ! 
' Rob. H. God ! 

My prince's seal ! fair England's royal seal I 
Tell me, thou man of death, thou wicked man. 
How cam'st thou by this seal 1 wilt thou not speak I 
Bring burning irons 1 1 will make hiio si^eak. 
For 1 do know the [>oor distressed lonl, 
The king's vicegerent, learned, reverend Kly, 
Flying the fury of ambitious John, 
Is murdered by this peasant. Spi'ak, vile man, 
Where thou hast done thrice honourable Ely ! 

' Thii musl have Wen spoken aolde to RoUn Hood. 



] 
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Ely. Why dost thou grace Ely with styles of grace, 
Who thee with all his power sought to disgrace 1 

Rob. H. Belike, his wisdom saw some fault in me. 

Ely. No, I assure thee, honourable earl ; 
It was his envy, no defect of thine. 
And the persuasions of the Prior of York, 
Which Ely now repents. See, Huntington, 
Ely himself, and pity him, good son. 

KoB. H. Alas, for woe ! alack, that so great state 
The malice of this world should ruinate ! 
Come in, great lord, sit down and tiike thy ease, 
lleceive the sefil, and pardon my offence. 
With me you shall be safe, and if you please. 
Till Richard come, from all men's violence. 
Aged Fitzwater, banished by John, 
And his fair daughter shall converse with you : 
I and my men that me attend upon 
Shall give you all that is to honour due. 
Will you accept my service, noble lord 1 

Ely. Thy kindness drives me to such inward 
shame, 
That, for my life, I no reply can frame. 
Go ; I will follow. Blessed may'st thou be. 
That thus reliev*st thy foes in misery ! [JUxeunt. 
'^ Lit. John. Skelton, a word or two beside the 
play. 

Friar. Now, Sir John Eltham, what is't you 
would say ? 

Lit. John. Methinks, 1 see no jests of Robin 
Hood, 
j '^ No merry morrices of Friar Tuck, 

No pleasant skippings up and down the wood, 
No hunting-songs, no coursing of the buck. 
. Pray God this play of ours may have good luck. 
And the kijigV majesty mislike it not. 

Friar. And if ho do, what can we do to thati 
1 promis'd him a play of Robin Hood, 
jUis honourable lif<* in merry Sherwood. 
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Ufa majesty himself aurvey'd the plot, 

And bail me Ijoldly vmto it ; it was good. 

For merry jests they have been shown before, 

As how the friar fell into the well 

For love of Jenny, that fair bonny belle ; 

How Greenleaf robb'd the Shrieve of Nottingham, 

And other mirthful matter full of game.' 

Our play expresses noble Robert's wrong ; 

His mild forgetting treacherous injury : , 

The ablMt's malice, rak'd in cinders long, | 

Breaks out at last with Gohiii's tragedy. | 

If these, that hear the history rehears'd, 

Condemn my play, when it begins to spring, 

ni let it wither, while it ia a bud. 

And never show the flower to the king. 

Lit. John. One thing beside : you fall into 
your vein 
Of ribble-rabble rhymes Skeltonical, 
So oft, and stand so long, that you offend. 
Frjar. It is a fault I hardly can amend. 
0, how I champ my tongue lo talk tliKse terms ! 
1 do foi^get ofttimee my nijtr's part ; 
But |iutl me by the sleeve when I exceed. 
And you sliall see me mend that fault indeed. 

Wherefore, stilt sit youi- 
4 Doth Skelfcon entreat you — 

While hej^i^tf 

Will briefly repeat ys— 

The history all 

And tale tragical, 

By whose treachery 

And base injury- 

Hobin the good, 

Call'd Robin Hood, 

Died in Sherwood. 



■ [Tbie piiiiiaK«B|>|ware 



a pnint K 



186 THE DOWNFALL OF ROBERT 

Which till you see, 

Be ruled by me : 

Sit patiently, 

And give a plaudite, 

If anything please yc. [Kxennl. 



ACT v., SCENE 1. 

Enter Warman. 

War. Banish'd from all, of all I am bereft ! 
No more than what I wear unto me left. 
O wretched, vrretched grief, desertful fall ! 
Striving to get all, I am reft of all. 
Yet if I could awhile myself relieve, 
Till Ely be in some place settled, 
A double restitution should I set. 
And these sharp sorrows, that have joy sup- 
pressed. 
Should turn to joy with double interest. 

Enter a GENTLEMAN, Warman! s Cousin. 

And in good time, here comes my cousin War- 
man, 
Whom I have often pleasured in my time. 
His house at Bingham I bestow'd on him, 
And therefore doubt not, he will give me house- 
room.^ 
* Good even, cousin.- 

Cou. O cousin Warman, what good news with 

you? 
War. Whither so far afoot walk you in Sher- 
wood 1 
• - Cou. I came from Rotherham ; and by hither 

Famsfield-- 
My horse did tire, and I walked home a-foot. 
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War. I do beseech you, oousin, at some friomi's, 
Or at your own houBe, for a week or two 
» Give me some siiccouir:- 
« Cou. Ha ! succour, say you ) No, sir : •- 
I heard at Mansfield how the matter stands ; 
How you have justly lost your goods and lands, 
And that the prince's indignation 
Will fall on any that relieves your state. 
Away from me ! your treacheries I hate, 
You, when your noble master was undone, 
(That honourable -minded Huntington), 
Who forwanler tlian you all to distrain 1 
And, as a wolf that chaseth on the plain 
The harmless hind, so wolf-like you pursued 
Him and his servants. Viie ingratitude, 
" Damn'dJudasism,' false wrong, abhorred treachery, ' 
Impious wickedness, wicked imptety ! , 

Out, out upon thee ! fob, I spit at thee ! ' 

•Wak. Good cousin?- I 

Cou. Away ! I'll spurn thee if tliou follow me. 
[Exit. 

War. just heaven, how thou plagu'st ini- 
quity ! 
Al! that he has my hand on him bestowed. 
My master gave me all I ever owed. 
My master I abus'd in his distress : 
In mine my kinsman leaves me comfortless. 



Snter Jailer of Nolliuffham, leadiitg a dng. 

Here comes another ; one that yesterday 
Was at my service, came when I did lall, 
And him I made jailer of Nottingham. 



' Th« 4° his il Damn'd Judairm, hut the illauon ii 
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Perchance some pity dwells within the man ; 
Jailer, well met ; dost thou not know me, man 1 

Jal Yes, thou art Warman ; every knave knows 
thee. 

War. Thou know*st I was thy master yesterday. 

Jai. Ay, but 'tis not as it was : farewell ; go by. 

War. Good George, relieve my bitter misery. 
•Jai. By this flesh and blood, I will not: 
No, if I do, the devil take me quick. 
I have no money, beggar : balk the way ! 

War. I do not ask thee money, . 
^Tai. Wouldst ha' meat? 

War. Would God I had a little ])read to eat. 

Jal Soft, let me feel my bag. O, here is meat, 
That I put up at Retford for my dog : 
I care not greatly if I give thee ^ this. 
*» War. I prythee, do. 

Jal 2 Yet let me search my conscience for it first : 
My dog's my servant, faithful, trusty, true ; 
But AVarman was a traitor to his lord, 
A reprobate, a rascal and a Jew, 
Worser than dogs, of men to be abhorr'd ! 
Starve, therefore, Warman ; dog, receive thy due. 
Follow me not, lest I belabour you. 
You half-fac'd groat, you thick-cheek'd chittyface ; 
You Judas- villain ! you that have undone 
The honourable Robert Earl of Huntington. [Exit, 

War. Worse than a dog the villain me respects, 
His dog he fee<ls, me in my need rejects. 
What shall I do ? yonder I see a shed, 
A little cottage, where a woman dwells, 
Whose husband I from death delivered : 
If she deny me, then I faint and die. 
"fr Ho I good wife Thompson !^- 



* [()1<1 copy, him.] 

* In the old copy this Ih ma<le «i part of what Warman 
ftpeiiks, which i>« a mif^takc, as is evident from the context. 
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•WoM. What a noise is there 1 
A foul shaine on ye I is it you that knockM ) 
■ Wak. What, do you know me then 1 
'WoM. Whoop! who knows not you 1 
The beggar'd, banish'd Shrieve of Nottingham, 
You that betray'd your master ; i»'t not you I 
'•Yes, a ehame on you I and forsooth ye come, 
' To have some succour here, because you sav'd 
My unthrift husband from the gallow-tree. 
A pox upon you both ! would both for me 
Were hang"d together. But soft, let me see ; 
The man looks faint : feet'st thou indeed distress 1 
Wab. O, do not mock me in my heaviness. 
WoM. Indeed, I do not Well. 1 have within 
A caudle made, I will go fetch it him. [ISxil. 

Wab. O blessed woman ! comfortable word 1 
Be quiet, entrails, you shall be reliev'd. 

Enter WoMAN.' 

~WoM. Here, Warman, put this hempen caudle 

o'er thy head. 
See downward yonder is thy master's walk ; 
And like a Judas, on some rotten tree. 
Hang up this rotten trunk of misery. 
That goers-by thy wretched end may ace. 
Stirr'at thou not, villain I get thee from my door ; 
A plague upon thee, haste and hang thyself. 
Run, rogue, away I 'tis thou that hast undone 
Thy noble master, Earl of Huntington. [£xil. 

War. Good counsel and good comfort, by my 

faith. 
Three doctors are of one opinion, 
That Warman must make speed to hang himself. 
The last hath given a caudle comfortable. 
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That to recure my griefs is strong anil abl« ; 
I'll take her medicine, and I'll chonse this wny. 
Wherein, ehe Eaith. my master hath his walk ; 
There will I offer life for treachery. 
And hang, a wonder to all goera-liy. 
But soft! what sound harmonious is tbisl 
What birds are these, that sing so cheorfillly, 
As if they did salute the flowering spring f 
Fitter it were with tunes more dolefiilly 
They ahriek'd out sorrow, than thtia cheerly sing. 
I wdl go seek sad desperation's cell ; 
This is not it, for here are green-leav'd trees. 
Ah, for one winter-bitten bared bough, 
' Whereon a wretched life a wretch would leae, 
O, here is one ! Thrice-blessed be this tree. 
If a man cnrseil may a blessing giva 

KyUer OlD FlTZWATER. 

But out, alas i yonder comes one to me 
To hinder death, when I detest to live. 

FlTZ. What woful voice hear I witliin this 
woodi 
What wretch is there complains of wretched- 
ness t 
War. a man, old man, bereav'd of all earth's 
good, 
And desperately stwks death in this distress. 
Frrz. Seek not for that which will be here too 
soon. 
At least, if thou be guilty of ill-deeds. 
Where art thou, son ? come, and nearer sit : 
Hear wholesome counsel 'gainst unhallow'd 
Ihouchts. 
War. The man is blind. Muffle the eye of day, 
Ye gloomy clouds {and darker than my deeds, 
"That darker be than pitchy sable night) 
Muster together on lliese high-U>pp'd trees, 
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That Dot B. spark of Hghl thorough their sprays 
May hiiidcr what I mean to execute. 

FiTZ. Whatdost thou mutterl Hear me woful 
man. 

L'uur Marian wuh meat. 

•Mar. Good morrow. father. — 
" FiTZ. Welcome, lovely maid ; 
And in gooi] lime, 1 trust, you hitber come. 
Look if you see not a distressful man, 
That to himself intendeth violence ; 
One such even uow was here, and is not far. 
Seek, I beseech you ; save hira, if you may. 

Mar. Alas I here is, here is a man tnrag'd, 
Fastening a halter on a wither'd bougli, 
And stares upon me with such frighted looks, 
As I am fearful of his sharp aspect. 
FiTZ. What mean'st thou, wretch 1 say, what is't 

thou nilt do ? 
War. As Judas did, so 1 intend to do, 
For I have done alrefidy as he did ; 
His master he betray'd, so I have mine, 
I -Fair mistress, look not on me with your blessed 

e excellence divine, 
Sparkles sharp judgment, and commands with 

Fair, fare you well : foul fortune is my fate : 
As all betrayers, I die despierate. 

FiTZ. Soft, ho ! Go, Marian, call in Robin 

Hood: 

Tis Warman, woman, that was once his steward. 

Mar. Alas ! although it be, yet save his life ! 

I will send help unto you presently. [Exit. 

FlTZ. Nay, Warman, stay ; thou alialt have thy 

will. 
War. Art thou a blind man, and canst see my 
shame I 
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To hinder treachers God restoreth sight, 
And giveth infants tongues to cry aloud 
A woful woe against the treacherous. 

Enter MuCH, runniny, 

-V Much. Hold, hold, hold ! I hear say my fellow 
War man is about to hang himself, and make I 
some speed to save him a labour. O good master, 
Justice Shrieve, have you execution in hand, and 
.. is there such a murrain among thieves and hang- 
men, that you play two parts in one? For old 
acquaintance, I will play one part. 
The knot under the ear, the knitting to the tree : 
Good Master Warman, leave that work for me. 
War, Despatch me. Much, and I will pray for 
thee. 
-*.MuCH. Nay, keep your prayers, nobody sees us. 
[He takes tlie rope, and offers to climb. 
FiTZ. Down, sirrah, down ! whither, a knave's 
name, climb you t^^ 
^'\ 'Much. A plague on ye for a blind sinksanker ! ^ 
would I were your match. You are nmch blind, 
i* faith, can hit so right. 

Enter LITTLE JOHN. 

Lit. John. What, Master Warman, arc ye come 
to yield 
A true account for your false stewanlship 1 

Entei- Scarlet and Scathlock. 

SCATH. Much, if thou mean'st to get a hundred 
pound. 
Present us to the Shrieve of Nottingham. 



* [** A term of contempt," eays HalliwuU in t*. / but doca 
it not refer strictly to a card-sharper ?] 



EAliL uK llU\TINiiTLiN, 



<, I tliiuk tliero wim such prucUmu- 



TMuuH. 

■Come, my small fellow John, 
You ahaU have lialf, and iherofure bring in out-. 
Lit. JoH^f. No, my big fellow, huiiest Maau-r 

Much, 
Take all untu yourself: I'll be no half. 
T Much. Tljen stand : you shall be the two thieves, 

aiid I'll be the presenter. 
Master ShrJeve of Nottinghaiu, 
Wlien ears unto my tidings came,' 
-- (I'll speak in prose, I miss this verse vilely) that 
Scathlock and Scarlet were arrested liy liobiu 
Hood, my master, and Little John, my fellow, and 
Much, bis servant, and taken from you, Mast^^r 
Shrieve, being well forward in the hanginjj way, 
wherein ye now are (and Gud keep ye in the 
same), and also that you, Master Shrieve, would 
give any man in town, city, or country a hundred 
I>ound of lawful arrant • money of England, that 
would bring the same two thieves, being these 
two ; now 1, the said Much, challenge of you the 
swd Shrieve, brin^g them, the same money. 
ScrAR. Faith, he cannot pay tliee, Much. 
Muuil. Ay, but while this end is in my hand. 

and that about his neck, he is bound to it. 



Enttr KoBiN, Ely, Mabiax. 

Wail Mock on, mock on : make me your jesting 
game. 
I do deserve much more than this small shame. 

Rub. H. Disconsolate and poor dejected man. 
Cast from thy neck tliat sliamefn) sign of death. 
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And live for me, if thou amend thy life, 
As much in favour as thou ever didst. 
^ War. O, worse than any death, 
When a man wrongM his wronger pitieth ! 

Ely. Warman, be comforted, rise and amend : 
On my word, Robin Hood will be thy friend. 

Rob. H. I will indeed : go in, heart-broken man. 
Father Fitzwat^r, pray lead him in. 
Kind Marian, with sweet comforts comfort him, 
And my tall yeomen, as you me affect. 
Upbraid him not with his forepassed life. 
Warman, go in ; go in and comfort thee. 

War. 0, Goil requite your honour's courtesy. 

Mar. Scathlock or Scarlet, help us, some of ye. 
[Exeunt Warman, Marian, Fitzwater, 
Scathlock, Scarlet, Much. 

Enter FrlaR Tuck in his trusSy without his tneed. 

Friar. Jesu benedicite ! 
Pity on pity, 
Mercy on mercy. 
Misery on misery I 
O, such a sight, 
A& by this bght, 
Doth me affright f 
Koa H. Tell us the matter, pry thee, holy Friar. 
Friar. Sir Doncaster the priest and the proud 
Prior 
Are stripped and wounded in the way to Bawtrey, 
And if there go not speedy remedy, 
They'll die, they'll die in this extremity. 

Rob. H. Alas ! direct us to that wretched place : 
I love mine uncle, though he hateth me. 
Friar. My weed 1 cast to keep them from the 
cold. 
And Jenny, gentle girl, tore all her smock 
The bloody issue of their wounds to stop. 
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KoB. H. Will you go with us, inv gooil Lord of 

- Ely. I will, and ever praine thy perfect charity. 

[Exeunt. 

Entn* Prince John solus, in green : mih bow and 

arrows. 

John. Why, this is somewhat like : now may I 
sing, 
As (lid the Wakefield Finder in his note — 

At Michaelmas cometh my covenant out, 

^fy master fjivfs me my fee: 
Then, Robin, I'll wear thy Kemlal green, 

And wend to tlie greenwooil witfi thee,^ 

But for a name now : John it must not be, 
Already Little John on him attends : 
Greenleaf? Nay, surely there's such a one al- 
ready : 
Well, I'll be Woodnet, hap what hap])en may. 

Enter SCATHLOCK. 

Here comes a green coat (good luck be my guide) 
Some sudden shift might help me to provide. 
ScATH. What, fellow William, did you meet our 

master? 
John. I did not meet liim yet, my honest 
friend. 



1 This is from the old ballad, " The Jolly Pinder of 
Wakefield, with Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John," with 
variations— 

•■ At Micbaclmas next my cov'nant comes out 
When every man tr&thent bin fee ; 
Then I'll take my blue blade all in my hand. 
And plod to the irreeowood with thee." 

— RiUon's ** Kobin Hood," ii. 18. 
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SCATH. My honest friend ! why, what a term is 
here? 
My name is Scathlock, man, and if thou be 
No other than thy garments show to me, 
Thou art my fellow, though I know thee not. 
What is thy name ? When wert thou entertain'd ? 

John. My name is Woodnet; and this very 
day 
My noble master, Earl of Huntington, 
Did give me both my fee and livery. 

SCATH. Your noble master. Earl of Huntington ! 
m lay a crown you are a counterfeit. 
And that, you know, lacks money of a noble. 
Did you receive your livery and fee, 
And never heard our orders read unto you ? — 
What was the oath was given you by the Friar 4- 

# John. Who 1— Friar Tuck ? 
ScATH. Ay, do not play the liar, 

' For he comes here liimself to shrive. 

Enter Frlir Tuck. 

* John. Scathlock, farewell ; I will away. 

•» Scath. See you this arrow 1 it says nay. 

Through both your sides shall fly this feather, 

K presently you come not hither. 

^ Friar. Now heaven's true liberality 
*Fall ever for his charity 
*Upon the head of Robin Hood, 
' That to his very foes doth good. 
' Lord Gk)d ! how he laments the Prior,'-* 

And bathes his wounds against the fire. 

Fair Marian, God requite it her. 

Doth even as much for Doncaster, 

Whom newly she hath lain in bed, 

* To rest his weary, wounded head. 

^ Scath. Ho ! Friar Tuck, know yuu this mate ? 
'Friar, What's he? 
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* ScVTH. He says my master late 
' ijavo him his fee aad livery. 

•Friar. It is a leasing, credit me. 
* How chance, sir, then you were not swoiii t 
Ji • John. What mean this groom and lozel fiiar,— 
•So strictly matters to inqiure ? 
'Had I a aword and buckler here, 
'You should aby these queatious dear. 
* Friak. Say'at thou me so, latl 1 Wild liiiii 

*For in this bush her« lieth mine. 
' Now wilt I try this new-come guest. 

* ScATU. I am his first man. Friar Tuck, 

* And if I fail, and have no luck, 
.Then thou with liiin shalt have a pluck. 

t Friar. Be it so, Scathlock. Hold thon, M, 
'No better weapons can be had : 
' The dew doth them a little rust ; 
■ But, hear yo, they arc tools of trust.' 
■ JoUN. Gramercy, Friar, for tliis gift, 
'And if thuu come unto my shrill, 
hI'H make thw caII those fiillows foob 
'That on their foes bestow such tools. 

* tiCATH. Come, let tia to'i. 

[Fi'/ZU, iifui the Ful.MI '■•'•h -m. 
y_ ""' "Friar, The youth is deliver^ ami lisht, 

• He )>russ(!tli Scathlock with Ins might : 
-Now, by my bewls, to du liiiu right, 

• 1 think he be some tried knight. 

'ScATH. Stay, let UB hrw»the ! 
•JuuN, I will not stuy ; 
'If you leave. Friar, come awny. 
' ScATU. I prythee. Friar, hold him play, 
'Friak, Friar Tnck will do the Iwst lie may. 

[Fiijht. 
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Enter MariAN. 

' Mar. Why, what a noise of swords is here ! 
•'Fellows, and fight our bower so near 1 
* SCATH. Mistress, he is no man of yours, 

* That figlits so fast Math Friar Tuck ; 

* But, on my word, he is a man 

* As good for strength as any can. 

Mar. Indeed, he*s more than common men can 
be ; 
In his high heart there dwells the blood of kings. 
Go call my Robin, Scathlock : [/i«trf^] 'tis Prince 
John. 
SCATH. Mistress, I will : I pray [thee] part the 
fray. [Eadt. 

Mar. I pr3rthee go, I will do what I may. 
^ Friar, I charge thee hold thy hand. 

* Frlar. Nay, younker, to your tackling stand. 

* What, all amort,^ will you not fight 1 

* John. I yield, unconquer'd by thy might, 

* But by Matilda's glorious sight. 

* Friar, Mistress, he knows you : what is he ? 

John. Like to amazing wonder she appears. 
And from her eye flies love unto my heart, 
Attended by suspicious thoughts and fears 
That numb the vigour of each outward part. 
Only my sight hath all satiety 
And fulness of delight, viewing her deity. 

Mar. But I have no delight in you, Prince John. 
•Friar. Is this Prince John ? 
Give me thy hand, thou art a proper man : 
And for this morning's work, by saints above. 
Be ever sure of Friar Tuck's tnic love. 



* The origin of amort is French, and sometimes it is 
written Tout-a-la-mort, as in " The Contention between 
Liberality and Prodigality," 1602, sig. B, as pointed out in 
a note to *' Ram Alley." 
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John. Be not oSendeil that I touch thy alirine ; 
Make this hand happy ; let it fold in thine. 

EnUr Robin Hood, FrrzwATEB, Ely, Warman. 

ItoB. H. What saucy woodman, Marian, atands 

so near I 
John. A wooilmaa, Robin, that would etrike 
your deer 
With nil hia heart. Nay, never look so strange, 
You see this fickle world is full of change : 
John is a ranger, man, compell'd to range. 

FlTZ. You are young, wild lord, and well may 

travel boar. 
John. What, my old friend Fitzwater, are you 
there I 
I j ^;^d you, Lord Ely ? and old best-be truas'd 1 ' 
' Then I perceive that to this gear we must. 
A meas of my good friends ! which of you fon r 
Will purchase thanks by yielding to the king 
The body of the rash, rebellious John t 
'Will you, Fitzwater I- 
' FiTZ. No. John, I defy • 
To slain my old hands in thy youthful bloo<l. 
John. You will. Lord Ely ; I am sure you will. 
Ely. Be sure, young man, my age means thee 
DO ill. 



' [QueiT, '>^'' hinged t He refers to lUc ci'sherifl'.] 
' Dcfs is hero uacd in tbe senae of rtfiuc, wbiuh hu nul 
ancanimon : Ihiu in tho " Death of Koberl Karl of Iluii- 
lingtoa," we have lliii paoage, " Or, m I laiil, for erer I 
ih/g four comjian;." In the " Four 'Prcnllccs of l^ndon," 
act i. Bc 1. Ihe old Earl of Boulogne aayi — 
bsr. nil Ui£>it> <l>/v. 
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John. 0. you will have the praise, })rave Rolnii 
Hood. 
The lusty outlaw, lord of this large wood : 
He'll lead a king's son prisoner to a king, 
And bid the brother smite the brother dead. 
Rob. H. My purpose you have much miscon- 
strued : 
Prince John, I would not for the wide world's 

wealth 
Incense his majesty, but do my best 
To mitigate his wrath, if he be mov'd. 

John. Will none of you ] then, here's one I dare 
say, 
That from his childhood knows how to betray : 
— Warman, wdl you not help to hinder all you may ? 
War. With what I have been, twit me not, my 
lord : 
My oltl sins at my soul I do detest. 

John. Then, that he came this M'ay Prince John 
was blest. 
Forgive me, Ely ; pardon me, Fitzwater ^ 
And Robin, to thy han<ls myself I yield. 

Rob. H. And as my heart from hurt I will thee 
shield. 

Enter MuCH, running. 

^^luCH. Masti3r, rty ! hide ye, mistress ! we all 

shall be taken. 
•Rob. H. Why, what'§ the matter? 
•^ Much. The king ! the king ! and twelve and 
twenty score of horses. 
Rob. H. Peace, fool ! we have no cause from 
him to fly. 

Enter ScAKLET, Ll'lTLE fJoilN. 

Lit. fJuHN. Scarlet and 1 were hunting on the 
plain ; 
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To un ciimo royal Richard from his train, 
For It great train of his is hard at Imntl, 
And questioned us if we aerv'd RoWn Hood ) 
1 said we did ; and then liis mnjesty, 
Putting this massy chain about my neck, 
8&id tniat I slinme to eay, but joy'd to heai'. 
Let Scarlet tell it, it befits not me. 

BcAit. Quoth our goo<l king, Thy naiae is Little 
John, 
And thou hast long time serv'd Earl Huntington ; 
Because thou left'st him not in mist^ry, 
A hundred markx I give thee yearly fee, 
And from henceforth tliou shalt a sqiiire be, 
-f- Much. lord, what luck hati I to rnn away ! 
I should have been made a knight or a lady, 
sure. 

KCAR. Go, said the king, and to your mat^tei' 

Hicbard is come to call him to the court, 
And with his kingly presence chase the clouds 
Of grief and sorrow, that in misty shades 
Have veil'd the honour of Earl Huntington. 

Rob. H. Now God presen'e him 1 hie yon back 

again. 
And guide him, lest in bypaths he mistake. 
Much, fetch a richer garment for my father■^- 
Good Friar Tuck, I prythoe ronae thy wits : 
Warman. visit mine uncle and Sir Doncasterr- 
See if they can come forth to grace our show. 
God's pity, Marian, let your Jennj' wait 
Thanks, my lord chanoellor, yon ai-c well pre 

(lar'di 
And, good Prince John, since jou jirc all in 

green, 
Disdain not to attend on Rnbiii Hooil ; 
Frolic, I pray ; I trtisl to do yp good. 
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Enter PRIOR and SiR DONCASTER,' 

Welcome, good uncle, welcome, Sir Doncaster: — 
Say, will ye sit ; I fear ye cannot stand. 

* Prior, Yes, very well 

^ Rob. H. Why, cheerly, cheerly then. 
The trumpet sounds, the king is now at hand : 
Lords, yeomen, maids, in decent order stand. 

The trumpets sound tJie while RoBIN HoOD places 
them. Enter firsts bareheaded, LlTTLE JoHN 

and Scarlet ; likewise Chester and Leices- 
ter, bearing tJie sword and sceptre ; the KiNG 
follows, crowned, clad in green; after him QUEEN 
Mother; after Iter SALISBURY and RICH- 
MOND. Scarlet and Scathlock turn to 
Robin Hood, wlio with all his company kneel 
down and cry — 

All. God save King Richard ! Lord preserve 
your grace ! 

King. Thanks all \ but chiefly, Huntington, to 
thee. 
Arise, poor earl ; stand up, my late-lost son. 
And on thy shoulders let me. rest my arms. 
That have been toiled long with heathen wars. 
True pillar of my state, right lord indeed. 
Whose honour shineth in the den of need, 
I am even full of joy and full of woe. 
To see thee, glad ; but sad to see thee so. 

Rob. H. O, that I could pour out my soul in 
prayers. 
And praises for tliis kingly courtesy ! 
Do not, dread lord, grieve at my low estate : 
Never so rich, never so fortunate, 
Was Huntington as now himself he finds ; 

' Tbcir entrance is not marked in the original. 
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And to approve it, may it please your grao", 
But to accept such preeeats at tlie liiiiul 
Of your piKir servant as he hath prepar'd. 
You siiall perceive tlie Emperor of tlie Eaat, 
, Whom you contended with at Babylon, 
I Had not such presents to present you with. 

King. Art thou so rich 1 swift,' let me see thy 

gifts. 
Hob. H. First, take again this jewel you }ia<l 
lost. 
Aged Fitzwater, banished by John. 

King. A gem indeed ! no princ« hath such n 

II Good, good old man, aa welcome uuto nic- 
Ab cool fresh air in heat's extremity. 
I ^FiTZ. And I as glad to kiss my sovereign's 

hand. 
As the wreck'd swinmier, when he feels the land. 
Queen. Welcome, Fitzwater, I am glaii to see 

you.— 
FiTZ. I thank your grace ; but lot me hug these 
twain, 
Leicester and Richmond, Cliiist's sworn cliampions. 
That follow'd Richard in his holy war. 

Ulcil. Nolilc Fitzwater, thanks, and welcome 

both. 
I-Ei. God, how glad 1 am to sec this lord ! 
1 cannot speak, but welcome at a wr)rd. 
Rob. H. Next, take good Ely in your royal 
hands, 
Who fled from death and most uncivil bonds. 
"■^KiNQ. Robin, tliy gifts cxccdd. Morton, my 

chancellor ! 
In this man giv'st thou holiness and honour. 

Ely. Indeed he gives me, and he gave me life. 
Preserving me from fierce pursuing foes. 



' (Old enpy, . 
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When 1, to hiame, had wrought him many woes. 
With nie he likewise did preserve this seal, 
Which I surrender to your majesty. 

King. Keep it, good Ely, keep it still for me. 

Rob. H. The next fair jewel that I will present 
Is richer than both these ; yet in the foil, 
My gracious lord, it hath a foul default 
Which if you pardon, boldly I protest, 
It will in value far exceed the rest. 

John. That's me he means ; i* faith, my turn is 
next. 
He calls me foil : i' faith, I fear a foil. 
Well, 'tis a mad lord, this same Huntington. 

Rob. H. Here is Prince Jiihn, your brother, 
whose revolt 
And folly in your absence, let me crave, 
With his sulmiission may be buried ; 
For he is now no more the num he was, 
Ihit (lutiful in all respects to you. 

KlNCJ. Pray God it prove so. Well, good 
Huntington, 
For thy sake pardoned is our brother John, 
And welcome to us in all hearty love. 

KoB. H. This last I give, as tenants do their 
lands. 
With a suri'ender to receive again 
The same into their own possession ; 
No Marian, but Fitzwat^r's chaste Matilda : 
The precious jewel, that poor Huntington 
Doth in this world hold as his best esteem. 
Although with one hand I surrender her, 
I hold the other, as one looking still 
Riclhird return her : so I hope he will. 

King. Else God forbid. Receive thy Maiian 
biick. 
And never may your love V>e separate, 
But nourish fairly to the utmost date. 
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Hob. H. Now please my king to eiiU-r Rubiii'^i 
bower,-- 
Aiid take such homely wetcnine as he finds, 
It shall be reckon'd as my happiness. 

King. With al] my heart Then, as com)iiiicil 
friends. 
Go we together i here all quarrel ends. [£xeunl. 

Martent SiB John Eltham and Skklton, 

Sir John. Then, Skelton, here I see you will 
conclude. 

Skel. And reason good : have we not hold too 
long I 

Sir John. No, in good sailnuss, I dare gage my 
life, 
His highness will accept it very kindly r— 
But, I assure you, he expects withaP 
To see the other mutters tr^'cal, 
That follow in the process of the story.— 
Wherein are many a sad accident, I. 
Able to make the stoutest mind relent^: 
I need not name the points, you know them all! 
From Marian's eye shall not one tear be shed 1 
Skelton, i' faith, 'tis not the fashion. 
The king must grieve, the queen must taku it ill ; 
Ely must mourn, aged Fitzwater weep, 
Pnnce John, the lords, his yeomen must lament. 
And wriug their woful hands for Kobin's woe. 
Then must the sick man, fainting by degrees. 
Speak hollow words, and yield hia Marian, 
Chaste maid Matilda, to bcr father's hands ; 
And give her, with King Bich&rd'a full consent, 
Hia lands, Ms goods, late seiz'd on by the Prior,— 
Now by the Prior's treason made the king's, 
Skelton, there are a many other tilings, 
That ask long time to teU them lineally ; 
But ton times longer will the action bo. 
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Skel. Sir John, i' t'luth, I know not what to do, 
Anil I confess ihat all you sny is true, 
Will you do one thing for me 1 Crave tlio king 
To see two parts : say, 'tis a pretty tiling, 
I know you can do much ; if you excuse me,— 
While Skelton lives. Sir John, be bold to use um.— 

Sib. John. I will persuade the king ; but how 
can you 
Persuade all tlieae beholilers to euiitent ) 

Skel. Stay, Sir John Elthnm : what to theui I 
say. 
Deliver to the king from mf, I pray. 
Woll-judging bearers, for a while suspend 
Vuur censures of this play's uiiiiiiiah'd end. 
And Skelton promises for this ulTence 
The second [lart shall pre-aently be penn'd. 
There shall yon see, as late my friend did nolo, 
King Richard's revels at Earl Robert's bower ^ 
Tbe purpos'd mirth and the performed moan ; 
The death of Robin and his murderers. 
For interest of your stay, this will I add : 
King Richard's voyage back to Austria, 
The swift-returned tidings of his death, 
The manner of liis royal funeral.' 
Then John shall be a lawful crowned king, 
But to Matilda bear unlawful love. 
Aged Fitzwater's final banishment ; 
. His piteous end, of power tears to move 
From marble pillars. The catastrophe 
Shall sliow you fair Matilda's tragedy, 
Who (shunning John's pursuit) became a nun, 

I It will be aegn from the iiitroductian to this play, Ibit 
Hundiy and others, ansonlinK to Hcnalowe, wrote n separate 

Slay under the title of "'The Funeral of Richard Cor- 
elion." [The latter drama was not wrillen till some 
inanthi after tbii anil the ensuing |>teca, suil waa inlendeil 
Bi a sort of sequel to the playt on the hislory of KoLin 
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At Dunraow * Abbey, where she constantly 
Chose death to save her spotless chastity. 
Take but my word, and if I fail in tliis, 
Then let my pains be baffled with a hiss. 

^ Misprinted Dumvood in the old copy. 
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Hurt Cbbtti.b, whu certainly joined Anthony Mun- 
day in writing " The Denth of Robert Earl of Hun- 
tington,"' if he did not also assist in penning "The 
Downfull of Robert Earl of Huntington," iriia a very 
prolific dramatic nuthor. Molone erroneously states 
that he was the writer of, or wns concerned in, thirty 
plays ; according to infonnation which he himai^tf 
furnishes, forty-two are, either wholly or in part, to be 
assigned to Cliettle. The titles of only twenty-live are 
baerted in the " Biographia Drainatica." The proof of 



But probsbly llio aitaerliou is not to be tikcn atriclly ; or it 
it be, H will nut prove th&t Chettle had no hand, earlier or 
later, in the autbornliip. Mr Giflbril in hid Introduction to 
ForJ'a Works, vol. i. xri., remarks verj' truly, IhsL wc ar« 
not to snppose from the combination of uames of aatbora 
" that tbcy were nlwnys simultaneously employecl in Ihe pro- 
duction uf the same play ;" and Huaday. who was perhaps 
an eldur poet than Cheltle^maj havij himself ori^nallj 
wrilttn both l>arl« of •' Tho'^srl of Huntington, Ibe eon- 
ueution of Cliitde with them bci»g suleeijuant, in making 
altcraLioiie or adapting them U> Ibu (irevailinK tule. 
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Li« connection with the historical play now reprinted 
has been alreaily eupplietl,' and it is derived from the 
some source as nearly all the reat of the intelligence 
regarding hia works — the MS3. of Henslowe. 

Of the incidents of the life of Henry Chettle abso- 
lutely nothing is known : we are ignorant of the times 
and places of his birth and death, and of the manner in 
which he obtained his education. It has been conjec- 
tured that he either vas, or had been, a printer, but the 
jioint is very doubtful.' In a, tract by him, called 
" England's Mourning Qnrment/' on the death of Queen 
Elizabeth, he speaks of himself as having been " young 
almost thirty years ago," and as having been a witness 
of what passed at that period in the Court. If Ritson's 
conjecture piod been] well-founded, he [might have 
been admitted as] an author us early as 1578;' but 
the poetical tract assigned to him [under that dale was 
the work of some other writer with the same initials, 
whose name is not known.] 

The first account we have of Chettle in connection 
with the stage is under date of April 1S99,* when, ac- 
cording to Heiialowe, he was engaged with Dckker in 
writing a play called " Troilus and Creasida ; " but there 
is good reason to infer, that if in 1603 he were "young 
almost thirty years a^o," he had writt«n for the theatre 
before 1599. Besides, in his " Kind Hart«a Dreame," 
produced about three months after the death of his 



' See "The Itownfall of Kobert Earl of HuutJuglon," 
JtUrod. pp. 95, m.ante. 

* ScB " lieslilitt*," ii. 367 (not«). 

■ ■' Bibl. PoeU" 158. [But BM Hilling " Handbook," v. 
CN.] 

Mllenslave'a "Diar?'," 1845, p. 117. See nlso Collier'a 
" Memoirs of the Acton in Shsk«spcare'e Plays." p. 111.] 
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1 Robert GnM; lie, on September 3d, IS1I2, he iipeakB 
genemlly of his counectimi with the dramatic poets of 
that day, as if it were uot newly foinied. Maloiia sup- 
poeed that Shalcespean:, with whom Chettle had thtut 
recently become acquainted, wa« alluded to in the same 
tract. In " England's Mourning Garment " Cbettlu 
addreiwea a atanza to " silver- totigued Melicert," [whom 
Bonie critic4 have aupposed to be Shakespeare. But thig 
is mere conjecture.] 

Francis Merea, in his ofteu-quotcd " Palladis Tamia " 
(1&98), includes Chettle in a long list of other writers 
for ilia stage, as " one of the be«t for comedy ; " but in 
earlier works upon the pnetry and literature of Eng- 
land, such as Webbu'a " Discourse " in 1666, and Put- 
tenham's"Art of Englisli Poede " in 1389, he is not 
mentioned. 

Henalowe's liat of plays, with, the authors' nauiea 
attached, aa [edited by Mr Collier], be^ns [in Feb- 
ruary 1591-2 ;] and there tlie drat mention of Chettle 
is in February 169T-8 ; between that date and MHr(!h 
leOS-S, a period of little more than five years, he 
wrote, or assisted in writing, all the dramatic per- 
formances with which his name ia associated ; a fact 
of itself auHicient to show, if Henaiowe be accurate, 
tliat in many of iliem his Hhare must have been very 
inconsiderable, perhaps only amounting to a few altera- 
tions. They are the foLlowiug, eiclusive of those pieces 
already enumerated,' in which he was concerned with 
Munday : — 

1. The Valiant Welchmati, by Micliuel Drayton and 
Henry Chettle, Febnuuy lft97-8. Printed in 1616.' 



' Introduction to " Downfall of Robert Earl of Hantiiig- 

n,"pp, lOI, 102. 

■ With the letters It. A. on the tittc-pniee. [But surely it 
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2. Earl Goodwin and hia Three Sons, Part I., by 
Michael Drayton, Henry Chettle, Thomas Debker, and 
Robert Wilaon, March 1598, Not printed. 

3. Earl Goodwin, Part 11., by the Mine uutbors, 
and undar the Bsme dale in Hcnalowe's papers. Not 
printed. 

4. Piers of Exton, by the aame authors, same date. 
Not printiid. 

5. Black Batman of the North, Part I., by Heniy 
Chettle, April 1598. Not printed. 

e. Black Bittman of the North, Part IL, by Henry 
Chettle and Robert Wilson. Sanie date. Not printed. 

7. The Play of a Woman, by Henry ChetUe, July 
1598. Not printed.* 

8. The Conquest of Brute with the first finding of 
tbe Bath, by John Day, Henry Chettle, and John 
Singer. Same date. Not printed. 

9. Hot Anger soon Cold, by Henry Porter, Henry 
Chettle, and Ben Jonaon, August 1608, Not printed. 

10. Catiline's Conspiracy, by Robert Wilson and 
Henry Chettle, Same date. Not printed. 

11. Tifl no Deceit to Deuei'\'e the Deceiver, by Henry 
Chettle, September 1598. Not printed. 

12. Eneas' Revenge, with the Tragedy of Poljrlie- 
raua, by Henry Chettle, February 1698-9. Not printed. 

13. Agamemnon, by Henry Chettle and Thomas 
Dekkcr, June 1599. Not printcil. Malone thought that 
this was the same ]ilay as "Troilua and Cruasida" 
before mentioned. 

14. The Stepmother's Tragedy, by Heniy Chettle, 
August 1099. Not printed, 

is rery doubtful whether the piny printed in 1615 (and 
again in ll)63) Is the eame as Chit mentioned b; Henslowe.] 
' [Unless it he the drunit printed in 16D4 under the 
title of the '■ Wit of u Womsn."] 
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15. Patient Oriasel, liy Thoiikiu IJtkker, Henry 
Cliettle, an.l Williiun HaugUtoti, December 1Q»9. 
Printed in 1803. 

16. The Arcotlian Virgin, by Henry Chettle and 
William Hanghton. Sanie date. Jfot printed. 

17. Damon ami Pitliiaa, by Henry Chottle, January 
1099-ieuO. Not printed.' 

18. The Seven Wise Master*, by Henry Chettle, 
Thomas DekXer, William HauKbton, and John Day, 
Uaicb 1C99-1600. Not printed. 

10. The Golden Ass and Cupid and Psyche, by 
TbomBB Dekker, John Day, and Henry Chettle, April 
1600. Not printed. 

SO. The Wooing of Death, by Henry Chettle. Same 
date. Not printed. 

21. The Blin.l Beggar of Bethnsl Oreen, by Henry 
Chettle and John Day. Same date. Printed in 1669. 

23. All is not Gold that Olisteta, by Samuel Bowley 
and Henry Chettle, March 1600. Not printed. 

23. SebflBlion, King of Portugal, by Henry Chettle 
and Thomas Dekker, April 1601. Not printed. 

S4. Cardinal Wolsey, Port I., by Henry Chettle, 
August 1601. Not printed. 

26. Cardinnl Wolsey, Part IL, 1>y Henry Chettle, 
May 1602. Not printed. 

86. The Orphan's Tragedy, by Heniy Chettle, Sep- 
tember 1601. Not printed. 

27. Too Good to be True, by Henry Chellle, Richard 
Hathvraye, and Wentworth Smith, November 1601. 
Not printed. 

28. Love Parta FriendHhip, by Henry Chettle and 
Wentworth Smith, May 1608. Not printed. 

< [PoBsiM; a revival, with alteration*, of Edwardea' 

PW-] 
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29. Tobyas, by Henry Chetile. Same date. Not 
printed. 

3a Jeptha, by Henry Chettle. Same date. Not 
printed. 

31. A Danish Tragedy, by Henry Chettle. Sanie 
date. Not printed, 

32. Femelaiico, by Henry Chettle and Robin- 

Bon, September 1602. Not printed. 

33. Lady Jane, Part I., by Henry Chettle, Thomas 
Dekker, Thomas Haywood, Wentwotth Smith, and 
John Welwler, November 1602. Not pri.nted. 

34. Lndy Jane, Part II., by the eame aitthors, Smith 
excepted. Same date. Not printed. 

35. The London Florentine, Part I,, by Tlioiuoa 
Heywood and Henry Chettle, December 1602, Not 
printed. 

38. The London Florentine, Part 11., by the same 
authors. Same date. Not printed. 

37. The Tragedy of HolTman, by Henry Chettle. 
Ssme date. Printed in 1631. 

38. Jane Shore, by Henry Chettle and John Day, 
March 160^3. Not printed. 

Among the scattered uotices in Henslowe'a papers is 
an entry, dated September 3d, ISflfl, of 40e. advanced to 
Chettle, Jonson, Dekker, "and other gentlemen," on 
account of a tragedy they were engaged upon called 
" Robert the Second, King of Scola." 

The interest of the "uecond part" of "Robert Earl of 
Hnntington," on the whole, is stronger than that of the 
first part, and soma powerful, though not always taste- 
ful, writing gives effect to the situations. The death of 
Robin Hood takes place as early as the end of the first 
act, and attention is afterwards directed to tlie two, 
otherwise tmconnected, plots of the fate of Lady Bruce 
and her little son, utd of the love of King John for 
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Matilda. Robert Davenport^s Tragedy of ** King John 
and Matilda,'' printed in 1655, goes precisely over the 
same ground, and with many decided marks of imita- 
tion, especially in the conduct of the story. Daven- 
port's production is inferior in most respects to the 
earlier work of Chettle and Munday. 



DRAMATIS PERSON^.' 

Kino Richard the First. 

Prince John, afterward* Kin<j. 

Robert, Eati of Huntington. 

Little John. 

Scathlook. 

Scarlet. 

Friar Tuck. 

Much, the Clown. 

Bishop of Ely. 

Chester. 

Salisbury. 

Leicester. 

RiCQMOND. 
FiTZWATER. 
YOUNQ FiTZWATER. 

Winchester. 

Bruce. 

Young Bruce. 

Boy, ton of Lady Bruce. 

Oxford. 

Hubert. 

Mowbray. 

Bonville. 

Prior of York. 

Justice Warman. 

Sir Donoaster. 

Monk of Bury. 

Will Brand. 

Maskers, Messengers, SoldierSy d:c. 

Queen Mother. 

Queen. 

Matilda. 

Lady Bruce. 

Abbess of Dunmow. 



1 There is no list of characters prefixed to the old io. 
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ACT I, SCENE 1. 

EnUr Friar Tuck.^ 

Friar. Holla, holla, holla ! follow, follow, follow ! 

[Like noise mthin. 
Now, benedicite ! 
What foul absurdity, 
Folly and foolery 
Uad like to follow me ! 
I and my mates. 
Like addle-pates, 
Inviting great states 
To see our last play. 
Are hunting the hay. 
With " Ho ! that way 
The goodly hart ran," 
With " Follow, Little John ! 
Much, play the man ! " 
And I, like a sot, 
Have wholly forgot 
The course of uur plot. 

' Le.y Skclton, who is supposed by the author to have acted 
the part of Friar Tuck, and who, when first he comcii on the 
stage, is without his gown and hood. 
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But, iToaa-bow, lie down, 

Come on, friiir's gown, 

Hood, cover my crown, 

And with a low heck 

Prevent a sharp check. 
Bhthe sit ye all, and wink at our rude cry : 
Mind, where we left in Sherwoud merrily 
The king, his train Rohin, his yeomen taU, 
Gone to the wood to see the fat deer fall. 
We left maid Marian busy in the bower, 
And pretty Jenny looking everj- hour 
For their returning from the hunting-game. 
And therefore seek to set each thing in frame. 
Warman all woful for his ain we left : 
Sir Doncaster, whose villanies and theft 
You never heard of, but too soon ye shall, 
Housed ' with the Prior, shame them both befall ! 
They two will make our mirth be short and small 
But lest I bring ye sorrow ere the time. 
Pardon I beg of your well-judging eyne, 
And take in part bad prologue and rude p^B-y. 
The huutera halloo ! Tuck must needs away. 

Therefore down, weed ; 

Bow, do die deed 

To make the stag bleed ; 
■ And if my band speed, 

Hey for a cry, 

With a throat strain'd high, 

And A loud yall 

At the beast's fall. [Exit. Halloo mlAia. 

EftUr King, Ely, Fitzwatkr, Salisbury, Ches- 
ter, Prince John, Little John, Scathlock. 



> [Old copy, ilarl^ The two iirc incide plotting tagather. 

See iWra.] 

> (The QuecQ Motbcr.J 
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John. Mounted in & stand : 
Six fallow deer have died by her hand. 
FiTZ. Three stags I slew. 
Ely. Two biickB by me fell down. 
Ches. Ab many died by me. 
Sau But 1 had three. 
John. Scathlock, wheree Much ? 
ScATH. When last I saw him, may it please 

your grace. 
He and the Friar footed it ap:ice. 

John. Scathlock, no grace— ^your follow and 

plain John. 
Lit. John. I warrant you, Much will be here 

John. Think'st thou, Little John, that he must 
Jenny wed ) 

Lit. John, No doubt he roust. 

John. Then to adorn his head, 
We shall have horns good store. 

KiNti. Clod, for thy grace, 
How could I miss the stag I biMl in chase 1 
Twice did I hit him in the very neck. 
When Imck my arrows flew, as they had smit 
On some sure armour. Where is Robin Hood 
And the wight > Scarlet I Seek them. Little John. 
[Erit Little John, 
I'll have tliat stag, before I dine ttnlay. 



w 



Much. 0, the Friar, the Friar, the Friar ! 
Kino. Why, how now, Much? 



' Wight tneinB neiirt, or (gonieliiiieg) rlmi 
mklter of nimecCare wheLber " wliilr bor." 
"wAilr Tillain. Ac, m> oflen found i 



Ii may be 

J, "■ KAiU pott," 
dnunatim, bire 



Much. Cry ye mercy, Master King: 'marry, this 
is the matter. Scarlet is following the stag you 
hit, atiil has almost lodged liim ; now, the FViar 
has the best bow but yours in all the field ; wliich 
and Scarlet had, lie would have him straight 

King. Where is thy master ? 

Much. Nay, I cannot toll, hor the Friar neither. 

ScATR. I hear them halloo far off in the wood. 

KlNd. Come, Much, cau'st lead us where as 
Searlet is 1 

Much, Never fear you ; follow me. 

[ExeuHl hall'Ktinff. 



Enter SiR DONCASTKR, PRIOR. 

Don. You were resolv'd to have him poiaoned. 
Or kill'd, or made away, you car'd nnt how : 
What devil makes you doubtful now to do'tT 

Prior. Why, Doncaater, his kinduese in our 
needs. 

Don. a plague upon hia kindness I let him die, 
I never temper'd jKiiaon in my life, 
But I employd it By th' ma^, and I lose this. 
For ever look to lose my company. 

Prior. But will you give it liim 1 

Don. That cannot be. 
The queen. Earl Chester, and Earl Saliahury, 
If they once ace me, I am a dead man : 
Or ilid they hear my name, I'll lay my life, 
They all would hunt me for my Ul'e. 

Prior. What ha.?t thou done to them 1 
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Don. Faith, some odd toys, 
Tliat mado me fly the south : but pass we ihcin. 
Here ia the poison ; will you give it Robiu ( 

Prior, Now, by this gold, I wilL 

Don. Or, &a I said. 
For ever I'll deiy your company. 

PKtOR. Well, he shall die, and iu his Jollity ; 
And iu my head I have a policy 
To make him die disgrou'd. 

Don. 0, tell it. Prior ! 

Prior. I will, but not as now ; 

[Call the Friar wirhin 
We'll seok a place ; the woods have mauy ears, 
And some, methinks, are calling for the Friar.' 

Knter LlTTLE John avid ScATHLOUK, catling tht 
Friab, as lefort. 

Lit. John, The Friar ! the Friar I 
ScATU. Why, where 'a this Friar 1 



Enttr Friar Tuck, 
Friar Here, sir : wli&t is your d£sire 1 

Enter RoBTN HoOD and Warman." 

I "I KuB. H. Why, Friar, what a murrain dost tliou 
meanl 
The king calls for thee ; for a mighty stag 

' Tbc old copy idda here Extvnt, and n och scene i« 
marked : but this ie ■ miBlake, at Roliia Hood just aFt«r- 
wanlg converaeB with tbe Prior, Sic Doncul«r, and War- 
mail, wilbnut an; new eiitrsiiie on their part. Ttiey retire 
U> the bock of the stage. 

* Wannan is not mentioDed, but we Rod him on tbe 
stage just aflcrvarda, and be proliabl]- eaters with Robin 
Huod. Tbe enttsnee of Friar Tuck ib alio omitled. 
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(That hath a copper ring about his neck 
With letters on it, which he would have read) 
Hatb Scarlet kill'd. I pray thee, go thy way, 
FlilAB. Master, I will : no longer will I stay. 

[Ej:it Friar Tuck, Little John, 

and SCATHLOOK. 

Rob. H. Good nncle, be more careful of your 
health. 
And youra, Sir Doiicaster ; your wounds are green. 
Both. Through your great kindness we are 

comfort«d. 
KoB. H, And, Warraan, I advise you to more 

Shun solitary walks, keep company : 
Forget your fault ; I have forgiv'n the fault 
Groou Warman, lie more blithe ; and at this time 
A little help my Marian and her maid. 
Much shall come to you straight : a little now 
We must all strive to do the best we may, 

[Exit leinding.^ 
Wail On you and her I'll wait until my dying 
day, [WARWAti i* r/oiiiff oitl ; DONCASTER 

pvUt him. 
Don. Warman, a word. My good Lord Prior 
and I 
Are full of grief to see thy misery. 

War. My misery. Sir Doncasterl why, I titanic 
God, 
I never was in better state than now. 

Prior. Why, what a servile slavish mind hast 
thou ! 
Art thou a man, and canst be such a beast. 
Ass-like to bear the burthen of thy wrongs ) 
War. What wrong have 11 is 't wrong to be 
relieVd 1 



., Winding bli horn. 
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Don. Relfev'd, say'st llioiil why, sliallow-wittwl 

flM>l, 

Dost tliou not sec Robin's ambitious priiie, 

And how he climbs by pitying, and aspires 

By humble looks, good deeds, mid such fond toys, 

To be a monarch reigning over as, 

As if we were the vassals to liia will 1 

War. 1 am his yasaal, and I will be still. 

Prior, Warnsan, thou art a fuol. I do confess, 
Were these good deeds done in sincerity — 
Pity of mine, thine ' or this knight's distress, 
Without vain brags — it were true charity ; 
But to relieve our fainting bodies' wants, 
And grieve our souls with quips and bitter 'braids, 
Is good turns overtumM : no thanks we owe 
To any whatsoever helps us so. 

War. Neither liimself nor any that be keeps 
Ever upbraided me, since I came last. 

Don, God, have mercy on tliee, silly ass ! 
Doth he not say to evety guest that comes, 
This same is Wannan, that waa once my steward 1 

War. And what of that ? 

Prior, Is't not as much to say, 
Why, here he stands that once diil me betray 1 

Don. Did he not bring a troop to grace himself, 
Like captives waiting on a conqueror's chair. 
And calling of them out by one and one, 
Presented them, like fairings, to the king)' 

PRroR. 0, ay : there was a rare invention. 
A plague upon the fool 1 
I hate him worse for that than all the rest. 

War, Why should you hate him 1 why should 
you— or you — 
Envy this noble lord thus, as you do 1 

Don. Nay rather, why dost thou not join in hate 
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With us, that lately liv*d, like us,« in wealthy- 
state? 
Remember this, rememlxir, foolish man, 
How thou hast been tlui Shrieve of Nottingham. 
Prior. Cry to thy thoughts, let this thought 
never cease — 
" I have been justice of my sovereign's peace, 
Lord of fair livings ; men with cap and knee 
In liveries waited hourly on me." 

Don. And when thou think'st thou hast been 
such and such, 
Tliink then what 'tis to be a mate to Much ? 
To run when Robin bi<is, come at his call, 
Be Mistress Marian's man. 

Prior. Nay, think witluil 

War. What shall I think, but think upon my 
need. 
When men fed dogs, and me they would not feed 1 
When I despaired through want, and sought to 

die, 
My piteous master, of his charity, 
Forgave my fault, relievM and saved me. 
This do I think upon ; and you should think 
(If you had hope of soul's salvation) — 
First, Prior, that he is of thy flesh and blood. 
That thou art uncle unto Robin Hood ; 
That by extortion thou didst get his lands — 
God and I know how it came to thy hands : 
How thou pursued'st him in his misery, 
And how heaven plagued thy heart's extremity. 
Think, Doncaster, when, hired by this Prior, 
Thou cam'st to take my master with the Friar, 
And wert thyself ta'en ; how he set thee free. 
Gave thee an hundred pound to comfort thee. 
And both bethink ye, how but yesterday 
Wounded and naked in the field you lay ; 
How with his own hand he did raise your heads, 
Pour'd balm into your wounds, your bodies fed. 
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Watch'd wlien ye slept, wept when he saw your 

woe 

Don. Stay, Warman, stay ! I grant that he did 

And yoii, tnni'd hoDest, have forsworn the villain I 
Wail Even from my soul I villany defy. 
Prior. A blessed hour ; n fit time now to die, 
Don. Aiid you shall, conacience. 

[Statu him, W/lRM AH falls. 
War, 0, forgive me, God, 

And save my master from their bloody hands ! 
PuroK What, hn*t thou made him sure 1 
Don. It's dead-sure he is dead, if that be sure 1 
Prior. Then let us thrust the dagger in his 
hand, 

And when the next comes, cry he. kill'd himself. 
Don. That must be now: yonder comes Robin 
Hood. 

No life in him! 

Prior. No, no, not any life, 

Three mortal wounds have let in piercing air. 

And at their gaps his life is clean let out 

Enirr Robin Hood. 

Rob, H. Who is it, uncle, that you so bemoan I 

Prior. Warman, good nephew, whom Sir 
Doncaster and I 
Found freshly bleeding, as he now doth lie. 
You were scarce gone, when he did stab himself. 

Rob. H. O God ! 
He in his own hand holds his own heart's hurt : 
I dreaded, too, much his distressed look. 
Belike the wretch despair'd, antl slew himself. 

Don. Nay, that's most sure : yet he had little 
reason, 
Conadering how well you used him. 

Uoi!, H. Well, I am sorrj', but must not Iv sad. 
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Because the king is coming to my bower. 
Help me, I pray thee, to remove liis body, 
Lest he should come and see him murdered. 
Some time anon he shall be buried. 

[Ej;€unt liOBIN IIOOD ami SiR DoNCASTER 

vfith the bo<lt/.^ 
Prior. Good ! all is good ! tliis is as I tlesire : 
Now for a face of pure hypocrisy. 
Sweet murder, clothe ttee in religious weeds, 
Keign in my bosom, that with help of thee 
I may effect this Robin's tragedy. 

EjUer lioBiN Hood and Sir Doncaster. 

Don. Nay, nay, you must not take tliis thing so 
heavily. 

Rob. H. a body's loss. Sir Doncaster, is much ; 
But a soul's too is more to be bemoan'd. 

Prior. Truly I wonder at your virtuous mind. 
O God, to one so kind Avho'd be unkind ! 
Let go this grief : now must J'ou put on joy, 
And for the many favours I have found, 
So much exceeding all conceit of mine, 
Unto your cheer I'll add a precious drink. 
Of colour rich and red, sent me from Rome, 
There's in it moly,' Syrian balsamum, 
Gold's rich elixir ; 0, 'tis precious ! 

Rob. H. Where is it, uncle ] 

1 The 4*» merely reads exit. 

s '* And yet more medicinal is it than that Moly 
That Ilenn>.'8 once to wise Uljsses gave." 

— Miltoirs *' ComuB." 

There are several kinds of moly, and one of them distin- 
guished among horticulturizits as Homer's moly. Sir T. 
Brown thus quaintly renders two lines in the ^* Odyssey" 
relating to it— 

*' The gods it Moly call, whose root to dig away 
Is dangerous unto man, but gods thcj all things may." 
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Prior. As yesterday 
Sir Doncaster and I rid on oiir vny, 
Tliitivea did beset us, boiiud lis. ax you »aw. 
And among other things did take from me 
Thia rich confection : but regard lessly, 
Ab common drink, tliey cast mto a bush 
The bottle, which tliis day Sir Doncaster 
Fetch'd, and bath left it in the inner lodging. 
I toll yoii, nephew (I do love you well). 
A pint of tins ransom 'd the Sophy's son 
When he was taken in NatoHa. 
I meant, indeed, to give it my liege lord. 
In hope to have his favour ; but to you 
I put myself ; be my good friend, 
And, in your own restoring nie restore. 
KoB. H. Uncle, I will ; you need urge that no 

more. 
But what's the virtne of ttiis precious drink I 
PRIOK. It keeps fresh youth, restores diseased 

sight, 
Helps nature's weakness, smooths the scars of 

wounds, 
And cools the entrails with a balmy breath. 
When they, by thirst or travail, boil with heat. 
KoB. H. Uncle, I thank you : pray you, let me 

have 
A cup prepared 'gainst the king comes in. 
To cool his heat : mysell' will give it him. 

Prior. And when he drinks, bo bold to siiy, he 

A richer draught than that dissolved pearl, 
Wiiich Cleopatra drank to Antony. 

Roa H. 1 have much business : let it be your 
charge 
To make this rich draught ready for the king, 
And I will quit it ; pray ye, do not fail. [£jrii. 

Prior. I warrant you, good nephew. 

Don. Better and Utlcr alill ! 
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We thought before but to have poisoned him, 
And now shall Robin Hood destroy the king. 
Even when the king, the queen, the prince, the 

lords, 
Joy in his virtues, this supposed vice 
Will turn to sharp hate their exceeding love. 

Prior. Ha, ha, ha ! I cannot choose but laugh, 
To see my cousin cozen'd in this sort. 
Fail him, quoth you ; nay, hang me if I do. 
But, Doncaster, art sure the poisons are well-mix'dl 

Don. Tut, tut ! let me alone for the poisoning : 
I have already turn'd o'er four or five, 
That anger*d ^ me. But tell me. Prior, 
Wherefore so deadly dost thou hate thy cousin ? 

Prior. Shall I be plain? because, if he were 
dead, 
I should be made the Earl of Huntington. 

Don. a pretty cause; but thou a churchman 
art. 

Prior. Tut, man, if that would fall, 
I'll have a dispensation, and turn temporal. 
But tell me, Doncaster, why dost thou hate him 1 

Don. By the mass, I cannot tell. yes, now I 
ha't: 
I hate thy cousin Earl of Huntington, 
Because so many love him as there do. 
And I myself am loved of so few. 
Nay, I have other reasons for my hate : 
He is a fool, and will be reconcil'd 
To any foe he hath : he is too mild. 
Too honest for this worhl, fitter for heaven. 
He will not kill these greedy cormorants. 
Nor strip base peasants of the wealth they have ! 
He does abuse a thief s name and an outlaw's. 
And is, indeed, no outlaw nor no thief: 
He is unworthy of such reverend names. 



I 



^ [Displeased.] 
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BeEides, ho keeps a paltry whimling ^ girl, 

And will not bed, forsooth, before he bride. 

I'll stand to't, be abuses maidenhead ; 

Tliat will not take it, being offered. 

Hinders the commonwealth of able men. 

Another thing I bate him for again : 

lie Bays bis prayers, fasts eves, gives alma, does 

good: 
For tnese and such like crimes swears Doncaster 
To work the speedy death of Robin Hood. 

Prior. Well-gaid, i' faith. Haik, bark I tlio 
king returns ; 
To do this deed my heart like fuel bums. [Exeunt. 



Wind horns. EnUr KiNO, QuEEN, John, Fitz- 
WATER, Ely, CHEaxmi, Salisbury, Leices- 
ter, Little John, Frur Tdck, Scarlet, 
ScATHi-ocK, uTul Much ; Fkiab Tuck earry- 
ing a tiaij's Juad, danctng. 

KlNO. Gramercy, Friar, for thy glee, 
Thou greatly liast contented me : 
What with thy sporting and thy game, 
I swear, I highly pleased am. 

Friar. It was my master's whole desire 
That maiden, yeoman, swain, and fnar. 
Their arts and wit« should all apply 
For pleasure of your majesty. 

Queen. Sod Richard, look, 1 {tr^y you, on the 
ring, 
That was about the neck of the last stag. 

Ches. Was his name Scarlet, that shot off his 
neckl 

John. Chester, it was this honest fellow Scarlet : 



> [Old copj. <'*tWiinff. Sm H»Hiwol], f. IVAim/m. Them 
t« Bko trindilUog ; bat Uie word ■« one of IhoBc tcrnu of 
cuulumpt uiwil \iy catly ttiiUim nitliui li>u«i:l]'.| 
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This is the fellow, and a yeoman bold 
As ever coiirsM tlie swift hart^n the mould. 
King. Friar, here's somewhat 'graved upon the 
ring; 
I pray thee read it : meanwhile, list to me. 

[This while most compassiiiy the Friau ahont 

the ring. 
Scarlet and Seathlock, you bohl brethren, 
Twelvepence a day 1 give each for his fee ; 
And henceforth see ye live like honest men. 
Both. We will, my liege, else let us die the 

death. 
Much. A boon, a boon, upon my knee. 
Good King Richard, I beg of thee ! 
For indeed, sir, the troth is, Much is my father, 
and he is one of your tenants, in King's Mill at 
Wakefield, all on a green : — 

there dwelleth a jolly pinder. 
At Wakefield, all on a gn^en.^ 
Now I would have you, if you will do so much 
for me, to set me forward in the way of marriage 
to Jenny : the mill would not be cast away upon us. 
King. Much, be thou ever master of that mill : 
I give it thee for thine inheritance. 

Much. Thanks, precious prince of courtesy. 
1*11 to Jenny, and tell her of my lands, i' faith. 

[Exit, 
John. Here, Friar, here ; here it begins. 
Friar {rea'h). " When Harold Harefoot reigned 
king, 
About my neck he put this ring." 

King. In Harold's time % more than a hundred 
year 



* These two lines are taken, with a slight change, from 
the ballad of " The Jollv Pinder of Wakefield." See Rit- 
Bon'a " Robin Hood," ii. 16— 

'•In WakofieUl there lives a jolly iiindcr. 
In Wakefield all on a preen," Ac. 
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H»th this ring been about this now-slniti deer I 
1 am sorry now it died ; but let the same 
Head, ring and all, be sent to Kottinf^bam, 
And in the caatle keijt for monument.^ 

FiTZ. Mr liege, I iieanl au old tale long a^o, 
That Harold, being Godwin's son of Kent.* 
When he had got fair England's government, 
Hunted for pleasure once within this wood, 
Ajid singled out a fair and stately stag, 
Which foot to foot the king in ruuulug caught : 
And sure this was the stag. 

Kino. It was, no doubt. 

Ches. But some, my lord, aflinn 
That Julius Ca>sar, niany years before, 
Took Bucb a stag, and such a poeay writ. 

King. It should not be in Julius t'ttsar's time. 
There was no English used in this land 
Until the Saxons came ; and this is writ 
In Saxon characters. 

John. Well, 'twas a goodly beast. 

Enter Rubin Houd, 

King. How now. Earl Eobert f 
Fbiak- a forfeit, a forfeit, my liege lord ! 
My master's laws are on reconl I 
The court-roll here your grace may see. 
KiKG. 1 pray thee. Friar, read it me.^ 
Friak. One shall suffice, and this is he. 
No man, that cometb in this wood 
To feast or dwell with Robin Hood, 
Shall call him earl, loni, knight, or squire : 

' [Old copy, muHumcnIs.] 

* Itilson (" KoWs uud IlliutniLionB to KuUti llouii," i. 
63) observes correctly llikt FitKwalcr Roiifounda oiid Hun 
with KDOlher, and IbaC Harold Uftrvfool vu the ion and 
eueces«or of C*Dut« the Oroat. 

' [Uld copy, thtm.] 
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He no such titles doth desire, 
But Eobin Hood, plain Eobin Hood, 
That honest yeoman stout and good. 
On pain of forfeiting a mark. 
That must be paid to me his clerk. 
My liege, my liege, this law you broke, 
Almost in the last word you spoke : 
That crime may not acquitted be, 
Till Friar Tuck receive nis fee. 

King. There's more than twenty marks, mad 
Friar. UJasts him purse. 

Friar. If thus you pay the clerk his hire, 
Oft may you forfeit, I desire. 
You are a perfect penitent, 
And well you do your wrong repent : 
For this your highness' liberal gift 
I here absolve you without shrift. 

King. Gramercies, Friar. Now, Robin Hood, 
Sith Eobin Hood it needs must be, 
I was about to ask before, 
If thou didst see the great stag's fall. 

Rob. H. I did, my lord, I saw it all ; 
But missing this same prating friar, 
And hearing you so much desire 
To have the losel's company, 
I went to seek Small-Honesty. 

Friar. But you found Much, when you fouii : 
me. 

Rob, H. Ay, Much my man ; but not a jot 
Of honesty in thee, God wot. 

Queen. Robin, you do abuse the Friar. 

Friar. Madam, I dare not call him liar : 
He may be bold with me, he knows. 
How now, Prince John, how goes, how goes 
This woodman's life with you to-day 1 
My fellow Woodnet you would be. 

John. I am thy fellow, thou dost sec ; 
And to be plain, as God me save, 
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So well 1 like tliee, merry knave, 
That I thy company must have : 
Kay, and 1 will. 

Friar Nay, and you shall. 

KoB. H. My lord, you need not fear at all, 
But you shall have his company : 
He will he bold, I warrant you. 

King. Know you, where-e'er a spring i» iiighl 
Fain would I drink, I am right dry. 

AoB. H. I have a driuk within my bower 
Of pleasant taste and sovereign power : 
My reverend uncle gives it me. 
To give unto your majesty. 

Kjng. I would be loth, indeed, being in heat 
To drink cold wat«r. Let us to thy bower. 

Rob. H. Run, Friar, before, 
And bid my uncle be lu readiness. 

FlUAR. Gono in a trice* on such good business, 
[HxeuiU omnet, 



SCENE 111.' 

Killer Marian, wick a while apma. 

Mar. Wliat, Much 1 What, Jenny! Much, 

I sayl 
Much. What's the matter, mistress } 
Mak. I prsy tbcc, see the fucller 

' " In tt trice'' is the naual ciprcsgioD. See a Tkrietj of 
ineUncei collected b; Mr ToilU ia his Dictionurj, but none 
of them hnve it "wilA a trice," u in thia plucc. The ol<] 
cop; prints [he orilinir)' ubbrcTiulioti far wUk, which mij 
btro been misreBd by the printer. [ B'ifA is no tlouht wronp, 
and has been altered.] 

' The scenes are marked, though IncDlrecUy, in the old 
eopy thoe fur; hiil the rest uE the play is on1,v divided bf 
ihu exUt ur entranced uf tht chaructcrii. 
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Suffer the cook to want no \voo<l. 
Good Lord, where is this idle girl 1 
Why, Jenny ! 

Jenny (within). I come, forsooth. 

Mar. I ])ray thee, bring the flowers forth. 

Much. I'll go send her, mistress, and help tlie 
cooks, if they liave any need. 

Mar. Despatch, good Much. Wliat, Jen, I 
say! 

EiUer Jenny. 

Much. Hie ye, liio ye ! she calls for life. 

[Exit Much. 

Mar. Indeed, indeed, you do me wrong. 
To let me cry, and call so long. 

Jen. Foi*sooth, I straw'd ^ the dining bowers, 
And sniooth'd the walks with h<*rl)s and flowers. 
The yeomen s tables I have spread, 
DressM salts, laid trenchers, set on bread. 
Nav, all is well, I warrant vou. 

Mar. You are not well, I promise you, 
Your 'foresleeves are not pinn'd; flo, fie ! 
And all your head-gear stands awry. 
Give me the flowers. Go in, for shame, 
And quickly see you mend the same. 

[Exit Jenny. 

Enter SiR DONCASTER, PRIOR. Marian streivivr; 

flowers, 

Don. How busy Mistress Marian is ! 
She thinks this is her day of bliss. 



^ Jenny, a country wench, uses the old word sh-aw^l ; but 
when the author speaks afterwards in the stage direction, be 
de8cril>eB Marian as ** streioing flowers." Shakespeare has 
o'erstrawcd iu ** Vcuus and Adonis," perhaps for tlie sake of 
the rhyme. 
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Prior. But it shall be the wofulVst clay 
That ever chaiicM her, if I may. 

Mar. Why are you two tlius in the air ? 
Your wounds are gieen. (Jood coz, have care. 

Prior. Thanks for your kindness, gentle maid : 
My cousin liobert us hath 'prayed 
To help him in his busuiess. 

Enter FrIAR. 

Friar. Sir Doncaster, Sir Doncastc^r ! 

Don. Holla! 

Friar. I pray you, did you see the Prior? 

Prior. Why, here I am. What wouldst thou. 
Friar ? 

Friar. The king is heated in the chase, 
And posteth hitherward apace. 
He told my master he was dr}', 
And he desires ye presently 
To send the drink whereof ye spake. 

Prior. Come, it is here : haste let us make. 
[Exeunt Doncaster, Prior, ami Friar. 

Horns blow. 



Enter KiNG, QUEEN, JoIIN, SCARLET, SCATHLOCK, 

Ely, FnzwATER, Salisbury, Chester. 
Marian kneels down. 

Mar. Most gracious sovereign, welcome once 
again : 
Welcome to you and all your princely train. 
King. Thanks, lovely hoste.ss ; we are homely 
guests. 
Where's liol)in Hood ? he promisM me some drink. 
Mar. Your handmaid, Kobin, will not then be 
long : 
The Friar, indeed, came running to his uncle, 
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Who, with Sir Doncaster, were here with me, 
And all together went for such a drink. 

King. Well, in a better time it could not come, 
For I am very hot and passing dry. 

Enter RoBIN HoOD, vnih a cup, a towel, leading/ 

Doncaster : Tuck andMvcii pulling the Frioh, 

Rob. H. Traitor ! I'll draw thee out before the 

king. 
Friar. Come, murderous Prior. 
Much. Come, ye dog's face. 
King. Why, how now, Robml Wliere's the 

drink you bring 1 
Rob. H. Lay hold on these ! 
Far be it I should bring your majesty 
The drink these two prepared for your taste. 
King. Why, Robin Hood 1 be brief and answer 
me. 
I am amazed at thy troubled looks. 

Rob. H. Long will not my ill-looks amaze your 
grace ; 
I shortly look nev,er to look again. 

Mar. Never to look! W^hat, will it still be 
night? 
If thou look never, day can never be. 
What ails my Robin 1 Wherefore dost thou faint 1 
Rob. H. Because I cannot stand : yet now I can. 

[King ami Marian support Mm, 
Thanks to my king, and thanks to Marian. 

King. Robin, be brief, and tell us what hath 

chanc'd. 
Rob. H. I must be brief, for I am sure of death. 
Before a long tale can be half-way told. 

Fitz. Of death, my son ! bright sun of all my joy ! 
Death cannot have the power of ^ virtuous life. 

* [ie.^ Over.] 
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Rob. H. Not o'er ' the virtues, hut the life it ciin. 

Ku4G. What, dost thou speak of death 1 how 
shouldBt thou die I 

Rob. H, By poison and the Prior's treachery. 

Queen. Why, take this Bovereign powder at 
my hands : 
Take it, and live in spit© of poison's power. 

Don, Ay, set him forwanl. Powders, ijuolh 
ye t hah ! 
I am a foul, then, if a little <luBt, 
The shaving of a horn, a fiezoor stoue,^ 
Or any antidote have power to atny 
The execution of my heart's resolve. 
Tut, tut ! you labour, lovely queen, in vain, 
And on a thankless groom your toil bestow. 
Now hath your foe reveng'd you of your foe : 
Eobin shall die, if all the world said no.' 

Mar. How the wolf howls I Ply, like a tender 
kid, 
Into thy shepherd's Iwsom. Shield me, love ! 
Canst thou not, Robin ) Where shall I be hid I 
O God ! these ravens will seize upon thy dove. 

Rob. H. They cannot hurt thee ; pray thee, do 
not fear : 
Base cuTB will couch, the Iton being near. 

' [Old copy, o/.] 

* Fonucrlj considered an sntidotc for poison. Sir 
Thonuu Brown wis not prepared to cotilrndict it : be 
aaji, that " Lapii LuulL bilh in it a purgalire fnculif, we 
know: Ihal Btsoar it antidaial. Lapis JnitBicut diurelical, 
Coral anlipileplical, wc will not deny.''—" Vulgar Errors," 
edit. ISSa, p. 101. Ho also (p. SOS) calls il tbo Bes?ar 
niil, " lor, belnf lirokcn, it diicovereib a kernel of a iega- 
minoiiB smell and liule, bitUr, like a lupine, and vill swell 
and sprout if set in the groaail." HarU-bom abaTings 
mm also considered a preserratire against poison. 

' IKrom what follawa presenlly it may be inferred (hat the 
kini; tumponrily rctiret, alttiMigb hii oxit or wilbdrawal is 
not marked.] 



240 THE DEATH OF ROBERT 

Queen. How works my powder ] 

KoB. H. Very well, fair queen. 

King. Dost thou feel any ease 1 

Rob. H. I shall, I trust, anon : 
Sleep falls upon mine eyes. 0, I must sleep, 
And they that love me, do not waken me. 

Mar. Sleep in my lap, and I will sing to thee. 

John. He should not sleep. 

Rob. H. I must, for I must die ; 
While I live, therefore, let me have some rest. 

FiTZ. Ay, let him rest : the poison urges sleep. 
When he awakes, there is no hope of life. 

Don. Of life ! Now, by the little time I have 
to live, 
He cannot live one hour for your lives. 

King. Villain ! what art thou ? 

Don. Why, I am a knight. 

Cues. Thou wert indeed. If it so please your 
grace, 
I will describe my knowledge of this wretclu 

King. Do, Chester. 

Ches. This Doncaster, for so the felon hight. 
Was by the king, your father, made a knight. 
And well in arms he did himself behave. 
Many a bitter storm the wind of rage 
Blasted this realm within those woful days, 
When the unnatural fights continued 
Between your kingly father and his sons. 
This cutthroat, knighted in that time of woe. 
Seized on a beauteous nun at Berkhamstead, 
As we were marching toward Winchester, 
After j)roud Lincoln was compell'd to yield. 
He took this virgin straying in the field — 
For all the nuns and every covent ^ Hed 
The dangers that attended on our troops : 



* The old word for convaU : Covcnt-Gardcn, therefore, is 
still properly called. 
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For those sad times too oft did testify. 

War's rage hath no regard to piety — 

She humbly pray'd him, for the love of heaven. 

To guide her to her father'§, two miles theace : 

He swore he would, and very well he might, 

For to the camp lie was a forager. 

Ujjon the way they came into a wood. 

Wherein, in brief, he etripp'd this tender maid ; 

Whose lust, when she in vain had long withstood, 

Being by strength and torments overlaid. 

He (fid a sacrilegious deed of rape, 

And left her bathed in her own tears and blood. 

When she reviv'd, she to her father's got, 

And got her father to make just complaint 

Unto your .mother, bein^ then in camp. 

Queen. Is this the villain, Chester, that defil'd 
Sir Eustace Stutville's chaste and beauteous child I 

Don. Ay, nuKlam, this is he 
That made a wench dance naked in a wood ; 
And, for she did deny what I desired, 
I scourg'd her for her pride, till her fair skin 
With stripes was checquer'd hke a vintner's grate,' 
And what was this! A mighty matter, sure ! 
I have a thousand moT« than she defil'd. 
And cut the squeaking throats of some of them — 
1 grieve I did not here. 

Queen. Punish him, Richard. 
A fairer vii^gin never saw the sun j 
A chaster maid was never sworn a mm. 

KiNQ. How 'scaped the villain punbhmeub that 
timet 

FiTZ. I rent his s))urs off, and disgraded him. 



> The tjrati o( > vintner «u no doubl what U oriea 
l«nned in old Trilen the rtd lauict, tetlice, or dit^rrt, 
painted at the doors of vinlaen, and atill prescrvod kI 
almoil every pablic-houw. 3m iioI« 34 to '"The HJMtiei 
of Enforced Marriage.'' 

VUL VIII. Q 
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Ches. And then he rail'd upoii the Queen and 
me. 
Being committed, he his keeper slew, 
And to your father fled, who pardon'd him. 

ElCH. God give his soul a pardon for that siu. 

Sal. 0, had I heard his name or seen liis ftwc^, 
I had defended Robin from this chance I 
Ah, villain ! shut those gloomy lights of thine. 
Remember'st thou a little son of mine, 
Whose nurse at Wilton first thou ravishedst, 
And slew^st two maids that did attend on them 1 

Don. I grant I dash'd the brains out of a brat — 
Thine if he were, I care not : had he been 
The first-bom comfort of a royal king. 
And should have yall'd, when Doncastor cried 

peace, 
I would have done by him as then I did. 

King. Soon shall the world be rid of such a 
wretcli. 
Let him be hang'd alive in the highway 
That joineth to the tower. ^ 

Don. Alive or dead (I reck not how I die), 
You, them, and these I desperately defy. 

Ely. Repent, or never look to be absolved ; 
But die accursed, as thou deservest well. 

Don. Then give me my desert : curse, one by 
one! 

Ely. First I accurse thee ; and if thou persist. 
Unto damnation leave thee, wretched man. 

Don. What do I care for your damnation ? 
Am I not doomed to death ? what more damnation 
Can there ensue your loud and yelling cries 1 

Prior. Yes, devil! hear thy fellow-spirit speak — 
Who would repent ; 0, fain he would repent ! — 



> The i"* reads— 

'* In the highwaj 
That Joiiivth to the power. ' 
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AhoT this body's bitter pimiahioeiit, 
There is an eTe^^lurillg cndleBs woe, 
A quouchlees firt;, an unconsuming pain. 
Which ilesjierate souls and bodies must endunr. 

Don. Can you preach this, yet set me on, Sir 
Prior, 
To run into this endless, quenchless fire 1 

Pbior. High lieavens, show mercy to my many 
ills! 
Never hsul this been done, but like a fiend 
Thou temptedst me with ceaseless devilish 

thoughts. 
Therefore 1 curse with bitterness of soul 
The hour wherein I saw thy balelid eyes. 
My eyes I curse for looking on those eyes ! 
My ears I curse for hearkening to tliy tongue ! 
I curse thy tongue for tempting of mine ears I 
Each part I curse, that we call thine or mine ; 
Thine for enticing mine, mine following thine J 

Don, Aholyprayer. What collecthavewenextl 
- [Thu lime Robin ttirs. 

FiTZ. My Marian wanteth words, such is her 

But old Fitzwater, for his ^rl and him. 
B^ nothing but world's plague for such a foe, 
Which causeless harm'd a virtuous nobleman, 
A pitier of his griefs, when he felt grief. 
Therefore, bethink thee of thy hateful deed, 
Thou faithless Prior, and thou this ruthless 
thief. 
Priob, Will no man curse me, giving so much 
cause 1 
Tlien, Doncaster, ourselves ourselves accurae, 
And let no good betide to thee or me I 

[All Che yeomtn, Friar, Much, Jenny cry. 
ALU Amen, amen ! accursed may he be 
For murdering Roluu, flower of courtesy. 

[Rodin tiu up. 
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Rob, H. O, ring not sucli a peal for Robm'i 
death ! 
Let eweet foi^veneas be my passing bell. 
Art tbou there, Miirian i then fly Torth, my breath ; 
To die within thy arma iM>utents me well. 

Pbioil Keep in, keep in a little while ihy soul. 
Till I have pour'd my soul forth at thy feet. 

Roa H. 1 slept not, UDcle ; I your grief did 
hear, 
Let him forgive thy sonl that bought it dear : 
Your body's deed I in my deatli forgive, 
And humbly beg the king that you may live. 
Stand to your clergy, uncle ;' save your life. 
And lewl a better life than you have done. 

Pkior. 0, gentle nephew ! 0, my brother's son, 
Thou dying glory of old Huntington 1 
Wiahest thou life to such a murderous foe ? 
I will not live, since thou must life forego. 
0, happy Warmaii 1 blessed in thy end ; 
Now too-too late thy truth I do commend. 
0, nephew, nephew 1 Doucoster and I 
Murder'd poor Wannan, for he did deny 
To join with us in this black tragedy. 

Roa H. Alaa, poor Warman ! Friar, Little John, 

' Kabin Hood adrisea liig uncle to inaiBl Qpon hli pica of 
priviUgium (UricaU, or bentfit of elorgy— 

" BtiiDd Id roar cl«i;, nocle ; htc jDUr Lih." 

"Originally the Uw via held that no mati Bhoulil be 
admiiteil to ilie privilege of cleruy, bat such &g liud the 
habitum rl Umipnan clcncilm, Bui in process of time a 
much wider and mora comprehensiTe criterion was eatnb- 
lirihed ; every one that could read (a mark of great leaniing 
ill thoBE days of Ignamnce and her siater Buperstilion) l>eiiig 
aeeounted a clorlt or cUricul, and allowed the benefit of 
clerkahip, though neither initiated in lioly ordcra, nor 
trimmed irith the clerical tonsure." — Blaekatone's " <Jom.," 
iv, b. IT. ch. 28. We bare already seen that the king and 
nobles in tbii play called in the aid of Priir Tack to read 
the in«criptian on the tlag's cotliir, though the king could 
aaccrUin that it wag in Saxon ehamctcrs. 
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1 told y« both where Warman'e body lay, 
And of his burial I'll dispose anon. 

King. la there no law. Lord Ely, to convict . 
Thia Prior, thiit confessea murdera thus 1 \ 

Ely. He is a hallow'd man, and mtist be tried i 
And puniBh'd by the censure of the church. \ 

Prior. The church therein doth err r God doth 1 
allow 
No canon to preserve a njurdererla life, 
Ricliard ! King Richard ! in thy grandaire's daya 
A law was made, the clergy swom thereto, 
That whatsoever churchman did commit 
Treason or nnirder, or false felony, 
Should like a secidar be punished. 
Treason we did, for sure we did intend 
King Kichard'a poiaoning, sovereign of tins land. 
Murder we did, in working Wamian's end 
And my dear nephew's by this fatAt hand : 
And theft we did, for we have robb'd the king, 
The state, the nobles, commons, and his men. 
Of a true peer, firm pillar, liberal lord. 
Fitzwater we have robbed of a kind eon. 
And Marian's love-joys we have quite undone. 

Don. Whoop i what a coil is here with your 
confession! .. ■ ■ 

Prior. I ask but judgment for my foul trans- 
gression. 

KiNO. Thy own mouth hath condemn'il thee. 
Hence with him ! 
Hang thi.s man dead, then see him buried ; 
But let the other hang alive in chtuns. 

Don. I thank you, sir. 

[Ernml Yfomm, FhIAR, Pruonfrt, MuCH. 

John. Myself will go, my lord, 
And see sharp justice done upon these slaves. 

Rob. H. 0, go not hence, Prince John ! a word 

Before I die, 1 fain would say to you. 
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Kino. Robin, we see what wa are sad to see — 
Death, like a champion, treading down thy lite : 
Yet in thy end, somewhat to comfort thee, 
We freely ^ve to thy betrothed wife. 
Beauteous and chaste Matilda, all those lands, 
Fallen by thy folly to the Prior's hands, ■ 
And by his fault now forfeited to me. ^ 
Earl Huntington, she shall thy countess be : 
And thy wight yeomen, they shall wond with me 
Against the faithless enemies of Christ 

Roa H. Bring forth a bier, and cover it with ■ 

That oa my deathbed I may here sit down. ■ 

[A bier is hrniighl in. He gitt. 
At Robin's burial let no black lie seen,. 
Let no hand give for him a monniiog gown ; 
For in hia death his king hath given him life 
By this large gift, given to his maiden wife. 
Chaste maid Matilda, countess of account, 
Chase with thy bright eyes all these clouds of woe 
From these fair cheeks ; I pray thee, sweet, do so : 
Think it is bootless folly to complain 
For that which never can be bad again. 
Queen Elinor, you once wero MatUda's foe ; 
Prince John, yon long sought her unlawful love ; 
Let dying Riobin tlood entreat you both 
To change those paasions : madam, turn your hate 
To princely love : Prince John, convert your love 
To virtuous passion, chaste and moderate. 
O, that your gracious right hands would enfold 
Matilda's right hand, priaou'd in my palm,- 
And swear to do what Robin Hood desires I 

QtTKEN. I swear I will : I will a mother be 
To fair Matilda's life and chastity, 

John. When John solicits chaste Matilda's ears 
With lawle^ suits, as he hath often done. 
Or offers to the altars of her eyes 
Lascivious poems, stuff'd with vanities. 
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He craves to see but short and sour days ; ' 
His death be like to Robin's he clesii-ea ; ■ 
His perjured Iwdy prove a poiSon'd prey ■ 
For cowled monks and barefoot Itegging friara.' 

Roa H. Enough, enough ! Fitz«-ater, tjike your 
chiliL 
My dying frost, which no aun's heat can thaw, 
Closes the powers of all my outward parts : 
My freezing blood runs back \uito my heart. 
Where it assists death, which it would resiat : 
Only my love a little hinders death, 
For be beholds her eyes, and caunut smite : 
Then go not yet, Matilda, stay awhile. 
Friar, make speed, and Ust my latest will. 

Mat. 0, let me look for ever in thy eyes, • 
And lay my warm breath to tliy bloodless lips, ■ 
If my sight can restrain death's tyrannies. 
Or keep life's breath within thy bosom lock'd. ■ 

EoB. H. Away, nway i 
Forbear, my love ; all this is but dfilay. 

FiTZ. Come, maiden daughter, from my maiden 

And give him leave to do what must be done. 
Rob. H. First, I bequeath my eout to all souls' 
Sav'our, 
And will my body to be buried ' 
At Wakefield, underneath the abbey wall ; 
And in this order make my funeraL 
When I am dead, stretch mo upon this bier t 
My beads and jirimer shall my i)i]!ow be ; 
On this aide be my bow, my good shafts hero ;. 
Upon my breast the cross, ami underneath 
My trusty sword, thus fasten'd in the sheath. 
Let Warman's body at my feet be laid, 
Poor Warman, that in my defence did die.- 
For holy dirges sing me woodmen's songs, 
Ab ye to Wakefield walk with voices shrill. 
This for myself. My goods and platj' I <p\e 
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Among my yeomen : tlieni 1 do bestow 

Upon my aoveriiiffn Ricliftrd, Tliia is alL 

My liege, farewell '. my love, farewell, farewell I 

Farewell, fair Qtteeii, Prince John, and noblo lorils ! 

Father Fitzwater, heartily adieu t 

Adieu, ray yeomen tall, Matilda, close mine eyes. 

Friar, farewell ! farewell to all ! 

Mat. 0, must my bands with envious death 
conspire 
To shut the morning gates of my life's light ! 

FiTZ. It is ft duty and thy love's desire ! ' 
111 help thee, girl, to close up Robin's sight* 

Kino. Laments are bootless, tears cannot re- 
store 
Lost life, Matilda ; therefore weep no more : 
And since our mirth is turned into moan,' 
Our merry sport to tragic funeral. 
We will pr^iare our power for Austria,' 
Afler Earl Robert's timeless burial. 
Fall to your wood-songs, therefore, yeomen bold. 
And deck his hearse with flowers, that loved you 

dear :« 
Dispose his goods aa he hath them dispos'd. 
Fitzwater and Matilda, bide you here. 
See you the body unto Wakefield borne : 
A little we will bear ye company. 
But all of us at London 'point to meet ; 
Thither, Fitzwater, bring Earl Robin's men ; 
And, Friar, see you come along with them. 

FbUR. Ah, my liege lord ! the Friar faints, 
And hnth no words to make complaints : 
But since he must forsake this place. 
He will await, and thanks your grace. 

' This Kccannt of the death of Robin Hood vsriet from 
mil the pnpuUr narralivet and liallnda. The MS. Sloan. 
71.1, nu, 7, f. 1S7, agrees with the Ullad in RiUon, ii. 183, 
thst he KM Lreacherouily bled to death by tb« Prioreti o( 
Kirkalej. 
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Song. 

Weep, weep, ye woodmeriy uhiU, 
Your hands with sorrow ivring ; 
Your mcater Robin Hood lies dead. 
Therefore sigh as you sing. 

Here lie his primer and his heads. 
His bent bow and his arrows keen. 
His good sword and his Jioly cross : 
Now cast on Jlowers fresh and green ; 

A nd as they fall, shed tears and say, 
Wella, loella-day / wella, tpella-day : 
Thv^ cast ye flmcers and sing, 
And on to Wakejield take your way. 

[ExenfU. 

Friar. Here doth the Friar leave with griev- 
ance ; 
Kobin is dead, that graced his entrance, 
And being dead, he craves his audience 
With this short play they would have patience.^ 

Enter CHESTER. 

Ches. Nay, Friar, at the request of thy kind 
friend, 
Let not thy play too soon be at an end. 
Though Robin Hood be dead, his yeomen gone. 
And that thou think*st there now remains not one 
To act another scene or two for thee. 
Yet know full well, to please this company. 
We mean to end Matilda's tragedy. 

^ The first act has already occupied too much space, but 
it was difficult to divide it : in fact, as Friar Tuck says, it is 
a *' short play/' complete in itself. What follows is an in- 
duction to the rest of the story, the Friar continuing on the 
Stagre after the others have gone out. 
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Fkiar. Off then, I wish you, witli your Kendal 

Let not sad grief in fresh array be seen. 
Matilda's story is replete with tears, 
Wrongs, desolations, ruitis, deadly fears. 
In, and attire ;a Though I tired be, 
Yet will I tell my mistrcsa' tragedy. 
Apollo's maaterdom ' I invocate. 
To whom hencefcrbh my deeds I de*iicate ; 
That of his god^^, 'bove all ^ods divine. 
With his rich spirit he would lighten mine : 
That I may sing true lays of trothlesa deeds, 
Which to conceive my heart through sorrow bleeds, 
Clieor tliee, sad soul, and in a lofty lino ' 
Thunder out wrong, compasa'd in cloudy tears :i 

[Enltr in blark.^ 
Show to the eyes, fill the beholders ears. 
With all the hvely acts of lustful rage,* 
llestrain'd by modest tears and chastitj^s intre^ :• 
And let King John , that ill-part ' personage, ' "** 
By suits, devices, practices, and threats. 
And when he sees all serveth to no end. 
Of chaste Matilda let him make au end. 

> The 4°. reudg thag — 

liul probably re oiighl to read— 

" ApoUo'B mattrrdom I in*o<*l*,"' 
utid the text bns been altered acmrdinglj. Maiterdant mcaiiB 
poKtT. Ttdc : to invuc&le Apallo'a miuterdom ia Uiereforv tu 
invocnle Ajiollo'i power to nEslst the Friu in his ander- 

' E»lrr in blart is the ichnie of the lU^ diKPtian. and 
those who enter arc afterwards deaignnled bj the lattert 
Cho, Ferbnpe (ht piincipal perfurmeni BiriTO attired In 
black, »nd are mentioned m C/iii-nii, oae speaking tor the 
TeaL Cho. maj, howuver, 1>e ■ misprint for Cheilrr, who 
mu unl in to " attire him." 

' [In the new edit, of Narca the present paasa^ is eileil 
tor Ut-iiart, whieh ia queried to mean ill-eoiulUiaiifd. IVr- 
baps it is equivalent lo innluptri.] 
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Clio. We are all fitted. Friar : shall we begii) T 

Friar. Well art thou suited ; would my onier 
would 
Permit mo habit equal to my heart ! 

Cho. If you rcmumber, John did take an oath 
Never again to seek Matilda's love, 

Fkur. 0, what is he, that's sworn affectiou's 
slave. 
That will not violate all laws, all oaths t 
And, being mighty, what will he omit 
To compass his intents, though ne'er so ill 1 — 
You must suppose King Richard now is dead, 
And John, resistless, is fair England's lord 
Who, striving to forget Matilda's love. 
Takes to his wife the beauteous Isabel, 
Betroth'd to Hugh le Bnin, Earl of North-March : ' 
And picking quarrels under show of kin. 
Wholly divorces his first queen away, 
But yet Matilda still-still troubles him, 
And being in the court, so oft he courts her, 
That by her noble father, oW. Fitzwater, 
She is remov'd from his lust-tempting eye. 
But tides restraiii'd o'erawell their bounds with 

rage; 
Her absence adds more fuel to his fire. 
In sleep he sees her, and his waking thoughts 
Study by day to compass his desire, 

Cho, Friar, since now you speak of visions. 
It was received by tradition 
From those tliat were right near unto King John, 
Of three strange visions that to him appear'd ; 
And, as I guess, I told you what they were, 

' [Old copy, de Brim.] " John nnuried lubel, Ibc d«uglilcr 
and heiress of the Ekrl of An^ouleame. who «u lieforo 
affianced to Mugh le Bran, Burl of March (& peer of 
great B4Ute and excellence in France), bj Uie contenl nC 
King Richard, in whose Guah)J; she tlkea iru," — Daniel's 
" HiBtory of England." 
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Friar. With tliem I will begin. Draw but that ' 
veil, 
Aiiil there King John sits sleeping in his choir. 

[Di'av! the curtain : tlie ting rilt tteepituj, hit 
aionrd by ^it tide. Jintar Aiutria, before 
whom eotnith Ambition, and briaffing him 
before ifi* chuir, Sinp Johi. in skep 
makelh tigm to avoid, and holdeth hit 
own erovm fatt iHth doth hit handi. 
Friar. Ambition, tliat had ever waited on King 
John, 
Now brings him Austria, easy to !« ta'en, 
Being wholly tam'd by Richard's warlike hand, 
And bids him add that dukedom to his crown : 
But he puts by Ambition, and cont«mna 
All other kingdoms but the English crown, 
Which he holils fast, aa if lie would not loose-^ 



\EnleT Contiatief, leading Toung Arthur: both 
offer tn take the crown; but u?ilh kit foot he 
iiverturueth ihem; to them eotaetk Insurrection, 
ltd by tht F. K. and L.* mnincing him, and 
leads the child i^ain to the chair; b«t he only 
lageth hand on hit gtnord, and with hit fool 
overthrowtth tAe child, whoim they take up at 
dead ; and, Imntrreetion flying, they mournfuUy 
bear in the body. 

Friar. The lady and the child that did ascend, 
Striving in vain to take tlie crowu fron) John, 
Were Constance and her son the Duke of Britain, 
Heir to the elder brother of the king ; 
Yet he sleeps on, and with a little epnm 

> [Old copy, loie.] 

' Led by tAe P. K. avd L. mi'ini, u aflcrirardE sppesra, 
Ihc FmiA Ung. and Lord Hngh le Brnii, Earl of North 
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TliB mother and the priuce doth overturu. 
Agaiii, wheu Insurrectiou them assistti, 
Stirr'd by the French kinq and the wronged earl, 
WLose troth-plight wife King John had ta'en to 

wife. 
He ouly claps his hand upon his swonl, 
Moeketh their threatenings, and ill their attempts 
The harmlesH prince receives recureless death, 
Whom they too late with bootless tears lament. 

[Enter Queeii with two CItiUrm borne after her .■ 
the aicendt, and geeing no motion, *he fetchelk 
her childrtn one by oiie ; bat teeing yet no mo- 
tion, «Ae detcetidrih, wriagiivj lier handt, atid 
departeth. Enter Matilda in a moumiiuf 
veil, reading on a book, at tehote coming Ite 
ttarteth, and silteth upright/ at the patteth by, 
he smiiet, and folds hit arms at if he did evi- 
brace Iter: being gone, Ite etarts tuddenly, and 
^>eakt. 

King. Matilda ! stay, Matilda, do but speak ! 
Who's there 1 Eutreat Matilda to uome back. 

Enter BONVILLE.' 

Bon. 'Who would you have, my lord 1 

KiNQ. \\'hy, my Lord Bonville, I would have 
Matilda, 
Tliat but even now paaa'd by toward the door. 

Bon. I saw her not, my lord. 

King. Hadst thou a lover's eye, 
A gnat, a mote, a shadow thou wouldst spy. 
Come, follow me ; she cannot be so far. 
But I shall overtake her ; come away ! [Exetinl. 



' Tbe cntratiGC uf Bonrille U oi 
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Friar. Tlie last appearance shadowM the fair 
queen 
And ner two children, at whose sight King John 
Shewed neither sign nor show of passion : 
But when the sun came masked in a cloud, 
And veiled beauty, join'd with chastity. 
Appeared in Matilda's lovely sliape. 
He starts, he clasps, he wakes, he calls, he seeks 
The shadow of that substance he affects. 
To her he sues, but she his suit rejects ; 
To him she sues, but he her suit neglects : 
He sues to be her love ; she doth despise : 
She sues to live a maid, wliich he deitiea 
What follows of this wilful! will and shall. 
This no and nay, this quenchless, bootless fire, 
This cold affection and this hot desire, 
The act itself shall tell ; arid the poor friar 
Your partial favours humbly doth require. [ExiL 



ACT II., SCENE 1. 

Sound trumpets. Enter KiNG, BoNVlLLE, SALIS- 
BURY, LORDS.1 

King. Now I perceive this only was a dream. 
Divuie Matilda's angel did appear, * 
Deck'd like a vestal ready for heaven's quire, ' 
And to this earthly trunk will not come near. 
Well, let her go : I must, i' faith, I must, 
And so I will. Kings' thoughts should be divine ; 
So are Matilda's, so henceforth shall mine. 

Old Aub. So doing, peace shall wait upon your 
crown, 
And blessing upon blessing shall befall. 



^ Thesti ImiiIs, as we afterwards find, arc old Aubrey dc 
Vcrc, Hubert, and Mowbray. 
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King, It's trae, my lord : I know full well 
there shall. 

Sal. Your people will wax proud of sucL a king, 
That of himself is king, lord of his thoughts ; 
Whicii by asaertion of philosophers 
Is held to be the greatest empery. 

Ring. And they said wisely, noble Aiibery. 

Sal. Then will Fitzwuter, with his gallant 
troop,' 
Again keep triumph ' in the English court ; 
Then will Matilda 

Kino. Matilda I what of her 1 

Sal. Like a bright star adorn the lovely train 
Of beauteous ladies which attend the queen. 
Whose only beauty equalleth them all. 

King. Like an old fool, whose dim eyes, want- 
ing sight, 
Compafst the sun to common candle light 1 

Sal. Pardon, my liege, I do confess her fair * 
Exceeds all these as far as day doth night. 

King. Grossly alluded : niglit by moon, by 
stars 
By wandering fires, exhaled meteors, 
By artificial lights, by eyes of beasts. 
And little glow-worms glimpsing in the dork, 

' [Old cupj, troapt.] 

' [Old eopj, Iriumphi.'] 

* Lodge wu it) tha hatiit of luing the adjective tor the 
iuhst&ntlTe, npeciitlljr fair lot /aimea; ooe eiamplc is 
enough — 

Wlabt Di aj/alrt oi theli darire win Iuh.'" 

—SdUa't MdamnrflHiilt, lUS. 
See lUo note U> " Tbo Wounda of Ci»il War" (vol. vii. p. 118). 
Shakespeare may be cilcd iu many placet bciddet the 
tolloyviiig — 

"M,,lK.icd/«,>- 

c 1 
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Hath somewhere hrightness, lightness ; and sume- 

Under each horizon in all parts clear : 
But they at no time nowhere can be said 
To be less dark than dungeon darkness is :' 
Pitch-coloiir't!, ebon-fac'd, blacker than black,' 
While her fair eyes give beauty to bright day.- 

Sal. To hear the queen thus prais'd works my 
content. 

King. The queen ! 
O, had I Bucb a thought, I woulil repent. 

[Tu hllHStlf, 

Sal. Further, my lord 

Kino. What, shall we further wadel 
I fear I shall be tired with this jade. 

Sal. The commonwealth will flourish and in- 
crease. 

Kino, Good Salisbury,' of those things now 
hold your peace. 
And take the pains to fetch in Isabel. 
I have strange tidings sent me out of France, 
Which she will take, I know, in as good part, 
As I accept her pmise. Fetch her, I say. 

[Hi.il Salisbury. 
What, is the old fool gone ) now go thy way. 
What Ihink'st thoa of him, Hubert ? tell me, man. 

Hub. As of a good old gentleman, my lord, 
That speaks but what he thinks, and thinks jou 

think 
As he doth ; and, 1 warrant you, 
Will not conceal those praises from the queen 
Which, as he deems, you utter'd in her praise. 



' Tlifl King calU liim in tlie old copy j/«jrf Ch^oni, but 
Oiford 18 not preaeiil, and from whit IuIIowb we see llial 
Ihc command whb ^vcn to BuliBbun'. Tlie ssme misUlce 
in sgUD made bj Hubert in tliis «cciie. Saliabary uuet be 
pronounced SafA'-ry. 
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Kino. I would have them believe it so, indeed; 
But I protest 'tis no part of my creed. [.J»t(fe] 

Hub. r faith, your grace did Salisbury's years 
great wrong, 
To cnrlail liis good work, tlmt seem'd so long : 
He, peradventure, would have brought in more. 
After hia preface, to rich plenty's store. 
Perchance he would liave ahow'd Dame Vanity, 
That ill your court is suffered hourly ; 
And bade you punish ruffians with long hair, 
New fashions, and such toys. A special care 
Has that good man : he turns the statute-book ; 
About Ms hall and chambers if you look, 
The moral virtues in fair effigy 
Are lively painted : moral phUosophy 
Has not a sentence, be it great or small, 
But it is painted on bis honour's wall. 

EiUer Queen and SALISBURY. 

King. Peace, peace ! he comes : now let's he 

silent all. 
Sal. I tell you, I was proud of his good words. 
Queen. God hold them, SaUsbury, for it's often 

A reconciled foe small good affords. 

Sal, 0, forbear ! trust me. 
I gage my honour he doth Iiold you dear. 

King. How cheer you, Isabel 1 Tlie earl your 
spouse 
Hath sent defiance to the king your husband, 
And, like a tried tall soldier, fled his holds ■ 
In Marchland, where he knows, despite of him 
And all the men that he therein can raise, 
Kin^ John could have sent dogs enou' to tear 
Their ill arni'd bodies piecemeal, ere his bands 
Shouht with base blood Jiave stain'd their noble 

vou VI[I. ■ R 
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And whither is this worshipful gooil carl 
(This first love, old love, new love, if you will) 
Gone, tliiiiks your ladyship ? forsooth, good mao, 
To Normandy ; and there he stirs up coala, 
And urgeth strong aid for confederateB 
Who, as be says, are treacherously disposed. 

QuEEX. If be do so, the greater is bis sin. 
Poor man, I have no interest in him. 

King. But he hath liad in you, as it should 

Else would he not make sonnets of your brow, 

Your eye, your Up, your hand, your tbigh. 

A plague upon bun ! bow came be so nigh t 

Nay, now you have the curs'd quean's counterfeit : 

Through rage you shake, becanse you cannot rave. 

But answer me : why should the bedlam slave 

Entitle a whole poem to your kiss. 

Catling it cherry, niby, this and this 1 

I tell you, I am jealous of your love, 

Which makes me break into this passion. 

Here's the kind noble Aubery de Vere 

Knows what I speak is true. 

My lord, my lord I I do appeal to you. 

Are these things to bo home I 

Sal. No, by tliQ rood : 
These love-rhymes are the tokens of small good. 

Hub. Why, my good lord, was never poetry 
Offer'd unto a lady's patronage } 

Sal. Yes, but not taken.' 

Hob. Yea, and taken too. 
Though moody* slaves, whose balladising rhjTnes 
With words unpolisb'd show their brutish thoughts, 
Naming their maukina ^ in each lustful line, 



' [Accepled . ] 
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Let no celeatial beauty look awry, 

When well-writ poenja, couching her rich praise, 

Are offer'd to her unsUin'd, virtuous eye : 

For poetry's high-sprighted sodb will raise 

True beauty to all wisn'd eternity. 

ITierefore, my lord, your age is much to blame 

To think a taken poem lady's shame. 

Sai.. Ydii see the king, that's better read Ihaa 
you. 
And far more wroug'd than I, takes it not welL 

King. Yea, but f do : I think not I»kbei 
The worse for any writing of Le Brun's,* 

Sal \^'ill you ha' the truth, my lonl, I think so 
too; 
And though I be an old man, by my sword, 
My arm shall justify my constant word, 

Queen. After a long stoiTu in a troublous sen. 
The ))ilot is no gladder of a calm. 
Than Isabel to see the vexed looks 
Of her lov'd lord chanc'd into sweet aspects. 

King. I will not tell thee what a world of fooa 
For thy love (dear love) rise agwnst my life. 
Matilda's fove, few swords will fight for thee. 

[JW.im«(/. 
I will not number up the many woes 
That shall be multiplied : strife upon strife 
Will follow ; but to shun ensuing ills, 
I'll take such jdedgea as shall please me ask 
or each proud baron dwelling in the realm. 
Bruce, kinsman and the deputy to March, 
Hath a high-minded lady to Ms wife, 



■ In the old cap; it lUnJa lb us 



: 1 itilnk not lubfl. Lord, 



260 THE DEATH OP HOBERT 

An able eon for BrmE, mod ■ I«s« boy. 

That is the comfort of his ffttb«r's life. 

Madam, 1 know ;oa lore tbe ladj well. 

And of her wealth yoa may he bold to build,' t 

By sending you four hundred white milch ktne, 

Aiid ten like-cokwr'd bulla to seire that herd ; 

So fair, that every cow diii I6 seem, 

And every bull Eurcma's raTisher. 

To Mend myeelf with such a subject'^ truth, 

Thru 1 command : you and Earl Salisbury 

Shall, with what q>e«d coavenieatly ye may. 

Hie ye to Guildford : there the lady hes. 

And her sods too, ac I am told by spies. 

All that gbe hath, I know, ahe c&lleth your* ; 

All that she hath I gladly would call mine. 

If ahe abuse ye ; if ehe use ye well. 

For ever be what she retains her own. 

Only go by, as queens in progress do, 

And send me word how dae receireth yon. 

Queen. Well, I avouch, she will, before I go : 
Far be it John should prove Lord Bmce's foe. 
Come, noble Salisbury, I loog to be at Guildford. 

Sai. In such a business, madam, so do 1. 

KniG. Go on, good stales : * now Guildford is 
mine on-n ! [vlnVfe.] 

Hubert, I charge you take an hundred horse, 
And follow unto Guildford castle-gates. 
The queen pretend you come to i«nd upon. 
Sent carefully from us : when you ar« in. 
Boldly demand the lady for her sons, 
For pledges of her husband's faith and hers : 

' [i.(,, Tou msir count on ber wealth ta yaun. We now 
uy to build on, bat to build e/ iru former j not unucni).) 

• See liic nolrs of l)r Johnwu, Swevena, md other com- 
menlitorH on the wonls in the " Comedy of Errors," ut ii. 
«c. I~'-Poor lam balhit Halt." [See also Dyce's"Sb>ke- 
■peare Gloagar>'." 184)8, in r.) . 



EARL OF HUNTINGTON. 261 

Whom when ye have, upon the castle seize, 
And keep it to our use, until we come. 
Meanwhile let me alone with Hugh your son, 
To work a wonder, if no prodigy ; 
But whatsoe'er, it shall attempted be. 

Hub. Even that which to your majesty 
May seem contentful, thereto I agree. 

King. Go then to Guildford, and a victor bo. 
[Exit Hubert. 
Mowbray, our masque i are you and Cheater ■ 
ready? 

Mow. We will before your grace, I warrant 
you. 

King. How think'st of it, Mowbray 1 

Mow. As on a raaaque : but for our torch- 
bearers, 
Hell cannot make so mad a crew as I. 

King. Faith, who is chief J 

Mow. Will Brand, my lord ; 
But then your grace must curt his cruelty ? 
The rein once got, he's apt for villainy. 

King. I know the villain is both rough and grim ; 
But as a tie-dog I will muzzle him. 
I'll bring him up to fawn upon my friends,! 
And worry dead my foes. But to our masque. 
I mean this night to revel at the feast. 
Where fair Matilda graceth every guest ; . 
And if my hidden courtesy she grace, 
Old Baynard's Castle, good Fitzwater's ploc^, 
John will make rich with royal Kngland's wealth : 
But if she do not, not those scatter'd bands, 
Dropping ftxtm Austria and the Hqly Land, 
That boast ao much of glorious victories, 
Shall stop the inundations of those woes. 
That like a deluge I will bring on them. 
I know the crew is there ; banish all fears : 
If wrong'd, they shall be ours : if welcome, theirs. 
[JSxcuhI, 
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SCENE II. 
Enter FiTZWATER and his son: Old BrUCE and 

Young Bruce, and call forth Matilda.^ 

FiTZ. Why, how now, votary ! still at your 
book? 
Ever in mourning weeds 1 For shame, for shame ! 
With better entertainment cheer our friends. 
Now, by the bless'd cross, you are much to blame 
To cross our mirth thus : you are much to blame, 
I say. Good lord ! hath never woe enough 
Of welladay ] Indeed, indeed. 
Some sorrow fits, but this is more than need. 

Mat. Good father, pardon me : 
You saw I sat the supper and the banquet ; 
You know I cannot dance ; discourse I shun,\ 
By reason that my wit, but small before. 
Comes far behind the ripe wits of our age. 

Young B. You'll be too ripe for marriage. 
If you delay by day and day thus long. » 
There is the noble Wigmore, Lord of the March 
That lies on Wye, Lug,* and the. Severn streams : 
His son is like the sun's sire's Ganymede,-. 
And for your love hath sent a lord to plead.' 
His absence I did purpose to excuse, 

Enter LEICESTER. 
But Leicester is the man for him that sues. 



* The stage directions are often piven very confusedly, 
and (taken by themselves) unintelligibly, in the old copy, of 
which this instance may serve as a specimen : it stands thos 
in the 4'» — " Enter FitzwcUer and Aw son Bruce, and call 
forth his daughter^ 

• [A feeder of the Wye. Lewis's " Book of English 
Rivers," 1865. p. 212.] 
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FiTZ. My cousiii Bruce hath been your broker, 
Leicester ; 
At least hath broke the matter to my girl. 

Lei. 0, for & barber at the time of iioed, 
Or one of these that dresses ppriwigs, 
To deck my grey head with a youthful hair ! 
But I must to't. Matilda, thus it is ! 
Say, can you love nie ) I am VVigmore's son. 

Mat. My cousin said he look'd like Ganymede ; 
But you, but you 

Lei. But I, but I, you say. 
Am rather like old Chremes ia a ploy ;' 
But that's a nice objection : I am be. 
But by attorneyship made deputy. 

Mat. He'a never like to speed well ail his life, 
Tliat by attorney sues to win a wife i , 
But grant you are, whom you seem nothing like. 
Young VVigmore, the heir to this noble lord — 
He for his son hath sent us ne'er a word. 

Old B. If you grant love, when [that] hia son 
doth woo, 
Tlien in your jointure he'll send, say, and do. 

YuDNG B. And for a doer, cousin, take my 
word : 
Look for a good egg, he was a good bird ; 
Cock o' the game, i' faith, [0,] never fear. 

Mat. Ay, but I fear the match will fall out ill. 
Because he says bis son is named Will 

FiTZ. And why, goo<l daughter 1 hath some 
palmister. 
Some augur, or some dreaming calculator 
(For such, I know, you often hearkeu to). 



' AllocliDg matt likely to [lie " Aadris" of Terencc,»bich 
lind he-^u iruiBUtei] [tbrice] before Ihia ptaj su meted ; the 
tnt lime [in U97, ugaia about IlilO, and the third time] 
by Maurice Kiffin in 1ES8. [The fortner two veiniou were 
anoDymoue. See Hiilitt'a " Handbook," p. 60S.) 
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lie name 1 go to, go to ; 
Leicester, fall to woo. 
Mat. I must believe my father ; and 'tis you 
That, if I ought misilid, reprov'd me still, 
And chiding said, " You're wedded to your will," 
FlTZ. God, for thy mercy I have ye patcb'd me 
there? 
Wigmore ia William, woman. Leieester, speak r *-■ 
Thou art the simplest wooer in the world.- 

Lei. You have put me out, and she hath took 

You with your talk, she with her ready tongue. 
You told me I should find her mild and still, 
And scarce a word came from her in an hour : 
Then did I think I should have nil the talk, 
Unhindcr'd by your wiHiugnesB to help, 
Unailswer'd, till I had no more to say ; 
And then 

Young B. Wliat, then ? 
She with a courtly ctmrt'sy saying Nay ! • 

Mat. Your friend's attorney might have gone 
his way 
With as great credit as did that orator 
Which, handling an oration some three hoars, 
111 for the matter, worse than bad for jilirase. 
Having said i^ij;t, look'd, and found not one 
To praise or dispraise Ida oration ; 
For, wearied with his talk, they all were gone. 

FiTZ. Now, by my troth, if any troth I have, 
I am as merry at Matilda's mirth, % 
Ah I was ^lad to see her first day's birth. 
For tin this hour, so help me hnlidom,'k 

' Ilotidom or halldom, uncording to Minahen (Diet. 1517), 
IB " an olJ word uBod by old cQiinlO'-woiuen, bj- manner of 
iwauriiig b<r nf halidonu ; of the Saxon word haligdame, 
tx halig, nanetHin, and domt, rfoninium niil judicium." 
Shakeipeare puts it Into the mouth of the hott in th« 
• ' Two Qenllemcn of Verona," act iv. »c. 2. 
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Since the too timely death of Huntingtou, 
Kot a blithe word had passage through her lips. 

Lei. See, what a pleasing humour wooers bring. 

Young B, 0, but ya leave too soon. 

Lei. Yet she avers 
1 stand too long : shall I choosf yours or hers 1 

Mat. Either forbear, I pray ye, for a while. 

Eater KlCKMOND.^ 

Welcome, Lord Richmond. 

BicH. What, doth Matilda smile, 
That still like silence solitary sat 1 
Then off with widow's weeds, and teach your feet 
(That have for^t for want of exercise. 
And by the means your sorrow Iiad no mean) 
To tread a measure for a gallant crew . 
Of courtly masqbers landed at the stairs ; 
Before whom, unentreated, I am come, 
And have prevented, I believe, their page. 
Who with his torch is enter'd. 

Frrz. Bichmond, thanks. 

If yon have aught to say about the masquers. 
Beseech the gentlemen to enter in, 
For they are welcome guests to old Fitzwater. 

\^Exit Meueiiger, 
Son, son, I pray you fetch the ladies in : 
We have been talking here about a match. 
And left our noble friends in discontent. 

BiCH. Nay, by my Caith we had much merri- 
ment. 
Yet thought it long you neither came nor sent. 

SlATILDA/atBM, and aits dimit. 
atildal pray thee, cheer thee, 
girl. 
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Mat. I thought it was a lightening before death,^ 
Too sudden to be certain. Good pleasure, stay. 

Enter Ladies. 

Wilt thou not, wanton ? churl, then go thy way. * 
KiCH. What, changed so soon? so soon fallen 
to your dumps ? 
Cheerly ! the masque comes in. [Enter the Masque J\ 

Mat. O 2 God, this veil 
And look fit not this sport. V\\ leave it. 

Lel Nay, 
For your love William's sake, fair maiden, stay ! 
[Dance: Masquers take each a lady^ JoHN 
Matilda, but [slie] refusing ^ father.'^ They 
sit down apart, 
Fitz. This is no courtship, daughter, be not nice, 
You both abuse him and disparage us. 
His fellows had the ladies they did choose, 
And, well, you know here's no more maids than 

Maud : ^ 
Yourself arc all our store. I pray you, rise, 
>>} Or, by my faith, I say you do us wrong. 
.. Mat. Iwill do what you will Lead, lead your 
' dance. 

King. You know me by my speech. 
Mat. Ay, my liege, ay. 0, that temptation's 
tongue 
Hath ^ nowhere to be plac'd but in your head ! 

» [See Hazlitt's " Proverbe,*' p. 22.1 

' [In the 4** and former editions this and the following 
nine words are given to Richmond.] 

' Meanin!^ that her father Fitzwater [takes her, she hav- 
ing declined to pair off with the king.] The whole account 
of the mask is confused in the old copy, and it is not easy 
to make it much more intelligible in the reprint. 

* [The proverb is : ** There are more maids than Malkin." 
See Hazlitt's " Proverbs," p. 392.] 

• [Old copy, Had.^ 
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King. Well, say I have her t-ongiie, had I not 

When you have both her eyes, nay, all her shape, 
Able to tempt even Job hiinselt' to rape ) 
Mat. Gootl my lord, leave, or I wUl leave the ' 

[Dance again; and in l/iejirst rourte MATILDA 
flingifitmhin: John/iWotm. 
Frrz. Dance out your galliard; God's dear holy- 
bread I 
Y' are too forgetful. Dance, or, by my troth, 
You'll move my patience more than I will speak. 

[Site VHwiliing, JoHN roughlij pulU Imr. 
Nay, soft, uunianner'd sir : you are too rough : 
Her joints ore weak, your arms are strong and 

tough. 
If ye come here for sport, you v^elcome be ; 
If not, better your room than such bad company. 

[John llireal^nt lam by lignn. 
Dost threaten me 1 then will I see thy face. 
King. And so thou shall.' Look on me, reliel 
lord! 
Thou that wert lat« a factious ringleadttr. 
And in the open held gav'st Tne fierce fight :t 
Art thou again gathering another head, ■ 
That with such rudeness thou <h)fit entertain 
The gentle coming of thy sovereign 1 

FlTZ. My dread lord, hear me, and forgive this 
fault, 
"What I have erst done, long since you forgave : 
~ If I did lead the barons in the 6eld, 
The barons choae me, when they could not choose 
But make some leader, you were so misled. 
When better thoiighta enter'd your royal breast. 
We then ol>ey'd you as our sovereign head. 

King. You did even what you Ust, and so do 
still : . 
I am the king, but you must have your wilL 
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Tiie plain troth ia, we are nut come in sport, 
Though for our coming tiiia was our best cloak ; 
For if we never come, till you do send, 
Wt must not be your guest, while banquets last 
Contentious brawls you hourly send to us ; 
But we may send and send, and you return — 
Tliia lord is sick, that pained with the gout, 
He rid from home. You think I find not out 
Your cloBO confederacies : yea, I do, no doubt. 

Lei. If there be here a close confederate, 
God's vengeance light upon him with my hate ! 

King. No, you are open, Leicester ; that I know. 

Ches, I, by tbe Lord, my lord, your ojjen 
foe. 

Lei, By tliy lord's Lord and mine, proud Ralph 
of Chester, 
Thou durst not say so, wert thou from the king. 

Mow, Yes, but he dares and slialL 

Rich. Mowbray, if you staml by. 
He dares perchanije ; else will the dastard fly. 

CttBS. My own BWoni shall maintain my tongue'f 
true speech ; 
For it is not frequented to such lies, 
As wrangling Leiixster and proud Richmond use : 
It cannot set out, like a thundering drum 
Or roaring cannon, stuff'd with nought but brags, 
The multitudes of seas dyed red with blood,' 
And famous cities into cinders tuni'd< 
By their two armed arms. 

King. Ay, Chester ; 
And then thoy show us rags, torn off belike 
From poor decayed ladies' petticoats ; 
For neither bill, nor feather'd shot, nor pike 
Make half nor any of those n-nts they have. 
These, patcb'd together, fasten'd unto staves. 
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They will not slick to swear have been advanc'd 
Against the Sophy, Soldan, and the Turk. 

Lei. I>o not mainlais proud Chester, my life's 
liege: 
Your words I must put up ; bla if I bear 

King.' Yes, you sliall bear them, bear, and yet 
not bite : 
We have you muzzled now. Remember once 
You brav'd ub with your bombard boasting words, • 
Come (briefiy), Leieeater, Kichmond, both Fitz- 

wai«rs, Bruce, 
Deliver up your swonU immediately ; 
And either yield your bodies to our hands, 
Or give such pledges as we shall accept 
Unto our steward Winclieater with sjieed. 

Lei. I will not leave my arms, nor break my 
word. 
Except I be provok'd r your liege-man I am sworn ; 
That oath is pledge enough. If you mislike 

Krao. Thou liear'st me say I do. 

Lei. And I reply : 
That pledge refua'd, I have no more for you. 

KiCH. And Richmond says as noble Leicester 
saith. 
Alreatly have we plighted fame and faith ■ 
Which, being scorn'd, returns to us again, 
And by the king's own mouth we are discharged. 

King. Fitzwater, what say you 1 

FiTZ. What pledge desires my liege t 

King. I ask your stubborn daughter. 

Young B. That were a g^e 
To be engaged. 

FiTZ. I'eace, thou headstrong boy ! 

' TbiB answer nnqneHtionfttily belongs U> tli« king, and 
it not, M the 4° givM it, k. part of vbit Leiceiler uyi. It 
opens irith an alltuion to the crest of I^elccster. limilar to 
that noticed in the "DuitnfaU of Rolrert Esrl of Hunting- 



270 THE DEATH OF ROBERT 

Pardon mo, soveruigu ; all my power is yours ; 
My gooiU yoa may command, my life you may : 
My children too, I know, with both their lives 
Will readily adventure death's worst wronga, 
To do such service as true subjects should ; 
But honourable fame, true chastity 

King. Make no exceptions : yield her up to me, 
Or look for ever for my enmjty. 

FiTZ. Nay, then, Fitzwater tells your majesty, 
You do him wrong ; and well will let you wit,* 
He will defend Iiis honour to thu death. 

King. And, Bruce, you are no otherwise dis- 
posed: 
You will not give your sons to me for pledge. 

Bruce, I have but one, being my leaser boy. 
Who is at Guildford : for my other son 

King. He braves me with the rest. 
Well, it is night, and there's no sun to swear by, 
But God's ' son, and by him 1 here protest 
A miserable storm this night to raise 
That shall not cease, while England giveth rest 
To such vile traitors. Bruce, I'll begin with you; 
I will, i' faith, as true as God is true, 

[Jixil King, enm mis. 

Lei. Then shall a storm be rais'd against a 
storm, 
And tempest be with tempest beaten back. 

PiT2. But this firm island, like the sea, will toss. 
And many goodly buildings go to wrack ; 
Many a widow weep her dying son^ 
And many a mother to her weeping babes 
Cry out uncomfortably, " Children, peace. 
Your crying unto me is all in viun. 
Dead is my husband, your poor father alwn I " ^ 

Young B. We cannot help it, uncle. 

Rich. No, you aee 
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Entreats and humble suits have now no power, 
But lust and wrath the kingdom do devour. 

Bruce. Me he did menace first, and much I fear 
He will to Guildford, and besiege my wife. 
Frrz. 0, hie to save her ! Kichmond, ride with 

him. 
Rich. Let us away, Bruce, lest we come too 
late, 
And with us take some score of men well-arm'd. 

[ExeuiU RiCimOND and BliUCE. 
FiTZ. Do : Leicester and myself will keep the city. 
Till we are furnished with an able army. 
Your nephew Bruce shall take an hundred men,^ 
And post to Hertford Castle with your sister. 
Sith wrong doth- wake us, we will keep such 

watch, I 
As for his life he shall not hurt us bring. 

[Exeunt omnes. 



ACT in., SCENE 1. 

Enter QuEEN, Bruce's Lady, Hubert, Salis- 
bury. 

Queen. Be comforted, good madam, do not fear. 
But give your son as pledge unto the king : 
Yourself at court may keep him company. 

Lady B. I am betray'd ! alas, I am betrayed ! 
And little thought your highness had been bent 
So much against me for my many loves, i 
As to prepare an entrance for my foe. 

Queen. As I shall live in heaven, I did not 
know 
Of Hubert's coming. But lament not this : 
Your son, you say, is gone ; what fear you then ? 



[Old copy, armed men.] * [Old copy, shal/.] 
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Lady B. O madam, murder, mischief, wrongs 
of men • 
I fear, I fear — what is't I do not fear, 
Sith hope is so far off, despair so near ] 

Sal. Answer me, good Hubert, I pray thee, 
Hubert, do : 
What think you of this matter ? may I on your 

word 
Persuade the woman that all things are well 1 * 

Hub. You may persuade her if you can, my 
lord; 
For I protest I know no other thing, 
But that the king would have him for a pledge 
Of the Lord Bruce's faith. 

Sal. And reason, too. 
Now, by my honour, Hubert, I protest 
It is good reason : Bruce, T tell you plain. 
Is no sound cloak to keep John from the rain.* 
I will go to her. 

Hub. Do, good simple earl. 
If not by threats nor my entreats she yield, 
Thy brain is barren of invention,* 
Dried up with care ; and never will she yield 
Her son to thee, that having power want'st wit. '* 

Lady B. I overhear thee, Hubert. 

Sal. So do I, Dame Bruce ; 
But stir no coals : the man is well belovM, 
And merits more than so.* 

Lady B. But I will answer. 
Hubert, thou fatal keeper of poor babes. 
That are appointed hostages for John,^ 
Had I a son here, as I have not one, 

^ [An allusion to the proverb.] 

' This and other passages refer pmbably to the old play of 
''King John," printed in 1591, [or to Shakespeare s own 
play which, though not printed till 1623, must have been 
familiar to the public, ami more especially to dramatic 
authors.] 
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(For yesterday I sent him into Wales). 
Think'st thou I would be bo degenerate, 
So far from kind, to give him unto thee ) 
I would not, I protest : thou know'st my mind. 

Sal. Lady, yon fear more than you need to do j 
Indeed you do — in very deed you do, 
Hubert is wrong'd about the thing you mean — 
About young Arthur : 0, I thought 'twas so : 
Indeed the honest, good, kind gentleman 
Did all he might for safeguard of the eliild. 

QuEEM. Believe me, Madam Bruce, the man is 
wrong'd. 

Lady B. But lie wrongs me to keep my castle 
thus, 
Disarming my true servants, arming his. 
Now more of oittrago comes ! what shall I do ) 

Enter tht KiNo, Mowbray, Winchester, 
Chbster. 

Kino. 0, this is well ! Hubert, where 'a Bruce's 
son t 

Lady B. Where thou ahalt never see him, John. 

Kino. Lady, we will have talk with you anon. 
Where is he, Hubert I 

Hl^ Hid or fled, my lord : 
We can by no means get her to confess. 

Sal. Welcome to Guildford, Salisbury's liefest 
lord.' 

King. You scarce give welcome, ere I bid you 
go; 
For you, my lord, the queen and Winchester 
Shall march to Hertford, Sweet Isabel, 
And if thou love me, play the amazon. 
Matilda, that hath long bewitch'd mine eye, 

' Id thU line, in the aid copj, ^WuAnry ia m»At to call 
him Ml r Oxford. 
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IeI, as I hear by spials, now in Bertford Castle : 
Besiege her there ; for now her haughty father 
Ruffians it up and down, and all the brood 
Of viperous traitors whet their poiaon'd toeth, 
That they may feed on ua that foster them. 
Go forward, and go with you victory ! 
Which to assure my powers shall follow you. 

Sal. Did I not tell you this t then trust me next. 
Nay, he is chang'd, and cares no more for her 
Than I do, madam. 

King. Begone, I say, begone ! 
Your speed rich victory attendeth on : 
But your delay 
May give your foes the liappy glorious day. 

Queen. One boon, my Uege, and part. 

Kino. Be brief. 

Ql'EEN. Show that poor lady pity, I beseech. 
[Exeunt. 

King. I will indeed. Come, lady, let m in. 
You have a son ; go in and bring him me. 
And for the queen's sake I will favour ye. 

Laby B. I have no son. Come, come ; come in 
and search, 
And if you find him, wretched may I be. [Exi/. 

King. Chester and Hubert, see you keep good 
watch. 
Not far off do I hear a warlike sound : 
Bruce, on my life ! look to't, while 1 go in 
To seek this boy, for needs we must have him. 
Come with us, Mowbray. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 
Enter Bruce, RICHMOND, Soldiers. 

Wliat ho I 



EARL OF HUNTINGTON. 275 

You that are servants to the Lady Bruce, 
Arise, make entrance jbr your lord and friends. 

ETUer, err above, HuBEBT, CHESTER.' 

Hub. We will make issue, ere ye enter here. 
Who have we there ? Richmond and Bruce, is't 

yoiil 
What, up so soon % are ye so early here t 
In you, i' faith, the proverb's verified, 
Y' are early up, and yet are ne'er the neai'. 
Rich. The worse our fortune. Bruce, let us go 
hence ; 
We have no power to fight, nor make defence. 
Ches. What. Richmond, will you prove a run- 
away} 
Rich. From thee, good Chester I now the Lord 
defend ! 
Bruce, we will stay and fight. 

Bruce. 'Tis to no end r 
We have but twenty men, and they be tired. 



I 



1 The 4° reads Enttr or abovt Hugh, 
EnttT or above me&nB, that they majr either 
stage, or stand tboTe on (he battlements, m 
theatre. With regard l« the nsmei Hugh &n 
they are both wrong ; Ihey ouglit to be liiihet 
who have been left b; the king to tttp 
When, too, afterwards Chester asks — 



mny suit the 
id Winrkaler, 
■I and ChaUr. 
good aalck. 
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the answer in the old copy 

It onghl to be— 

'■ Froin tbee, good (Tkaltr > now iho Lord ile: 
And it is ct»r that the measure requires it. 
thronghoul are very ineorreclly given, and 

E rioter composed from » copy in whiuh sot 
Bd been made in the dramalU pmoiur, liut 
Hence the perpetual confusion of SalMnry an 
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But ere we do retire, tell me, Lord Hubert, 
Where are my wife and son I 

Hub. Your wife is here; your son we cannot 

find. 
Bruce. Let son and wife, high heavens, your 
comfort find ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE UU 

Enter King, Mowbray, Lady Bruce. 

Ches. Bruce hath been here, my lord. 
King. Ay, let him go. 
We have good pledges : though we see but one, 
The other we are sure will come anon. 

Mow. I do advise you, for your own discharge. 
Deliver up your son unto the king. 

King. Nay, let her choose. Come hither, Mow- 
bray. [T/ie King and Mowbray whisper. 
Hub. The king is angry: Lady Bruce, advise 

you. 
Lady B. What ! be advis'd by thee 
To have my loving, kind, and pretty boy 
Given to an unkind killer of sweet boys ? 

Ches. Madam, go to; take counsel of your 
friends. 
I warrant you the king will use him well. 

Lady B. Ay, as he us'd his nephew Arthur, 
Chester. 
God bless my child from being used so ! 

Mow. Sir Hubert, what, are all the people 
voided. 
The horses and the cattle turned forth ? 
Hub. Mowbray, they be. 



^ The scene changes from the outside to the inside of the 
castle. 
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Mow. Then will I do the king's cominaQilment. 
Lady B. Wliat will he do 1 good Lord ! what 
will he do 1 
Mowbray, I pray you, what is't you will do J 
Mow. Why, fire the castle. 
Lady B, The caeile, Mowbray) tarry, tarry, 

Hold me not, Chester ! gentle Mowbray, stay ! 
Qood Hubert, let me go j 

Mow. You muBt not go : 
The king is niov'd, and will not hear you speak. 

Lady B. But he shall hear me t pity me. King 
John! 
Call Mowbray back : hear me, for pity'a sake ! 
Eerard the Lady Bruce'a woful cry ! 

Kino. What dost thou ask 1 

Lady B. First eaU back Mowbray. 

King. Stay, Mowbray. Now, be brief. 

Lady B. I have some linen garments, jewelB, 
'tires, 
Pack'd in a hamper here within the lodge : 
O, let me save it from cousumiiig fire ! 

King. And is this all ) 

Lady B. It's all the little all I here have left. 

King, Away 1 set fire ! linen and trash I 

Lady B. Once more hear me ! there's a precious 

You have not any richer in all the realm : 
If fire do blemisli it, art never more 
To his true colour can the same restore. 

King. Fetch it. 
Two of ye help her with her hamper hither. 

Lady B. Nay, nay, one will suffice : the jewel 
if I save. 
Is all I ask. [Ezd with CHESTER. 

King. We shall her jewel have. 

HtiB. She is very fearful I should keep her son. 

Lady B. [Wdkin.] Ye do, ye do! 
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King. Alas ! good lady, hark : Chegt^r and ehe 

are chiding. 

Enter CuESTEK and Ar, leading tht boy. 

Lady B. Let go bis haud ! Is this a paw, think 
you. 
To hold a tender band in t tie, for shame ! 
A nobleman so churlish ! Look, I pray, 
His arms are gristltisst' 

KlNfi. How now. Lady Bruce I 
Doth Cheater hurt the jewel of your joy I * 
Now, by my troth, it is a pretty boy ! 

Lady B. Ay, kaew your majesty as much as 1, 
You would Bay more. 

King. Well, lie and you of us no wrong ehall 
have, 
But stay in Windsor Castle with Sir Walter Blunt, 
And honourably be us'd ; provided still 
Your husband and yoiir son obey our wilL 

Lady B. For this great mercy, if they disobey, 
Myself will chide thera, Fortune follow John, 
And ou Ilia foes fall swift destniction ! 

King. Come ! let us now aft«r the queen and 
Salisbury. [Exeunt omnei. 



Enter the QuBKN, Salisbury, Soldim. 

QuEKN. Now are ye, worthy and resolved men. 
Come to the cage where the unclean birds bide, 
That tire * on ail the fair flight in the realm. * 
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Summon this castle, or {to keep my wonU) 
This cage of night-hid owls, light-flying birdR. 
[Ofer to 



EnUr Young Bruce, Matilda, Soldieri. 

Sal. Stay, drum ! thou neeil'st not summon 
willing men. 
Or rather wilful, for such methinlcH they be. 

Queen. See ye yon baggage, muffled in bluck 
weeds : • 
Those ciouds fold in the comnt that portends 
Sad desolation to this royal realm. • 
For ever seek to mask her light, good friends : 
Let us diBrobe her of each little beam, 
And then your Phoebus will one Phoebe have. 
That while they live shall lend your land true 

light, • 
Give joy unto your day, rest to your night 
Assail them, stay not. 

Sal. Stay, and assay them first i 
I say to you, fair queen, this fact is foul, • 
Let not provoking words whet dull-odg:|d swords,, 
But try if we can blunt sharp blades with words. 
Fitzwater's nephew, Bmce, I see thee there. 
And tell thee it is shame for such a boy 
To lead a many able men to fight. > 
And, modest-looking maid, 1 see you too : - 
An unfit sight to view virginity 
Guarded with other soldiers than good prayers. 
But you will say the king occa.iion3 it : 
Say what yon will, no king but would take cause 
Of jnst offence. 

Yield you, young Bruce, your mother is in hold- 
Yield you, young maid, your father is in hold. 

Mat. Will the queen keep me from the lustful 
king. 
Then will 1 yield, 
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QUEEK. A plague upon this counterfeiting quoAn. 

Mat. God's bleaeeii mercy ! will you stJlfbe mad. 
And wrong a noble virgin with vile speech? 

Sai. Let me alone. Matilda, maiden fair, 
Thou virgin spouse, true Huntington's just heir. 
Wilt thou come hither 1 and I do protest, 
The queen and I, to mitigate this war, 
Will do what thou wouldst have. 

Mat. I come. 

Bruce. You shall not go. Sound, drums, to 

Alack, alack, for woe ! 

Well, God for us ! eith it will needs bo ao. 

[A lanim, fighl, utai/. 
Sal. What stay you for I 
Bruce. Matilda's cries do Bt«y us. 
Mat. Salisbury, I come in hope of thy defence. 
Bruce. First will I die, ere you shall yield 
yourself 
To any coward lord that serves the king. 

Sal. Coward, proud boy 1 Thou find'st me no 
such beast, 
Aud thou shalt rue in earnest this rude jest. . 

[Fighl again. MATILDA takm., ltd bg the hair 
by Itm Saldierg. 
Sal. Kude hajids! how bale you virtuous 
honour forth ! 
You do not well : away ! 
Now, by my faith, ye do not well, I say. 
Take her, fair queen, use her as she deserves : 
She's ffdr, she's noWe, chaste, and debonair. 
I must, acconling to due course of war. 
See that our soldiers scatter not too far. 
Lest, what care won, our negligence may lose. [Exit. 

Queen. Is this the Helen, this the paragon, 
That makes the English Ilion' flame so fastt, 

■ The 1" prinls Ilinniu. 
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Mat. I am not she ; you see I am not she : 
I am not ravish'd yet, as Helen was. 
I know not what will come of John's desire, 
That rages like the sea, that bums like fire. 

Queen. Plain John, proud Joan! 1*11 tear 
your painted face. 
Thus, thus I'll use you. [Scratc/ies her. 

Enter SALISBURY. 

Mat. Do, do what you will, 

Sal. How goes this gear 1 ha ! foul fall so foul 
deed ! ^ 
Poor chaste child of Fitzwater, dost thou bleed ? 
By God's bless'd mother ! this is more than need ; 
And more, I tell you true, than I would bear, 
Were not the danger of the camp so near. >\ 

Enter a MESSENGER. 

Mes. My lord, the foes have gathered head : 
Lord Bruce, the ifather, joineth with the son. 
Sal. Why, here's the matter : we must spend 
our time 
To keep your nails from scratching innocence, 
Which should have been bestow'd for our defence. 
What shall we now do 1 Help me, holy God I 
The foe is come, and, we are out of rank. 

[Skirmish : QuEEN taJcen^ MATILDA rescued. 

Enter Old Bruce looundedy led by his Son, and 

Leicester. 

Bruce. Is the field ours 1 
Young B. Ay, thanks to noble Leicester. 
Bruce. Give God thanks, son : be careful to 
thy mother ; 



[Old copy, a deed.] 



Commend me to Fitewnter ; love tliy brotiier, 
If either arms or prayers may him recover. 
Lei. How uheers old Bruce ) 
Young B. His soul to joy is fled, 

His grief is in my bosom buried. 

Lel Hie Lfc was dearly bougbt ; for my eyes 
saw 
A shambles of dea^l men about his feet, 
8ent by his sword into eternal shade. 
With honour bury him. Cease tears, good Bruce. 
YoUNO B. Tears help not, I confess, yet must 
I weep. 
Soldiers, your help to bear him to my tent. 

[Exeunt cam Bbui;e. 

EiUrr Queen aiid Matilda. 
Mat. Be comforted, great queen : forget my 
wrongs. 
It was my fortune, and no fault of yours. < 
QCEEN. Is she thus mild I or doth she mock my 

chancel ' 
Lei, Queen Isabel,' are you a prisoner 1 
See what it is to be a soldier. 
But what foul hand hath harm'd Matilda's fair ) H 
Speak, honourable maid, who tore thy hair 1 
Did Salisbury or the queen this violence 1 

Mat. Ungentle grooms first took and tore me 
thus. 
From whom old Salisbury, chastising their wrong. 
Most kindly brought me to this geutle queen ; 
Who laid her soft hand on my bleeding cheeks, 
Gave kisses to my lips, wept for my woe ; t 
And was devising how to send me back. 



> The <° has it EHkot. 
preTiaoB cnlrtincc of the ( 

' [FnifTiTti, in which Hi 
in Ihia piece. J 
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Even when your last alarum frighted ub. 
And by her kindness fell into your hands. 

Lei. Which kindness we return : Madam, be free. 
Soldiers, conduct tlie queen whither she please. 

Queen. Farewell, Matilda ; if I live, believe 
I will remember this. 0, how I grieve 
That I should wrong ao innocent a maid I 
Come, lady, old Fitzwater is not far : 
Hell weep to see these stars, full well I loiow. 

Mat. Would I were from this woful world of 
war ! ■■ 
Sure I will 'acape, and to some nmmery go. 

[Exemil. 



SCENE V. 
Enter King, Salisbury, Hubert. 

Kino. Had you her, then, had you her in your 
power t 

Sal. Ay, marry had we : we liad taken her. 

King. 0, had she been in mine, not all earth's 
power 
From my power should have freed her ! 

Sal. You arp a king, and high are princes' 
thoughts : 
It may be, with your ai^ht you could have chas'd 
A host of armed men ; it may he ao : 
But we, your subjects, did the best we could. 
Yet Bruce the father, backing Bruce the son, 
Scatter'd our troops, brought rescue to Matilda, 
And took your peerless queen their prisoner. > 

King. On all the race of Bruoea for thia wrong 
I will Lave vengeance I Hubert, call in Brand. 

^£xit Hubert. 
My Lord of Salisbury, pve us leave awhile 
To be alone. 

Sal. I will, my liege. Be yoii comforted ; 
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The queen will be recovered, do not fear, 
As well as e'er she was. 

King. Salisbury, forbear, I pray. 

Sal. Yet for the wroug she did unto Matilda, 
I fear, I fear [£jdt. 

King. The father and the son did rescue her ; 
The mother and the eon sliall rue the deed. 
So it shall be ; I am resolv'd thereon. 
Matilda, my soul's food, those have bereft. 
And these of body's food I will bereave. 

Enter Hubert [tvith] Brand. 

King. Will Brand. 

Brand. Your majesty. [.Vake lei/a. 

King. Less of your court'sy. Hubert, stand aside. 
Post speedily to Windsor ; lake this ring ; 
Bid Bhmt deliver Bruce's wife and child 
Into your hands, and ask him for the key 
Of the dark tower o'er the dungeon vault ; 
In that see you shut up the dam and brat. 
Pretend to Blunt that you have left them meat. 
Will serve some se'ennight ; and unto him say, 
It is my will you bring the key away. 
And hear you, sir, I charge you on your life, 
You do not leave a bit of bread with them, 

Brand. I warrant you ; let roe alone. 

King. Come baek again with all the speed you 
may. [Exit BRAND. 

HUR Some cruel task is pointed for that slave. 
Which he will execute as cruelly. [Jndf.j 

" " " pity shall have harbour here, 



Enter SALISBURY tftih tJtf QUEF.N. 

Sal. Comfort, my lord ; comfort, my gracio 
lord; 
Your love is come again I 
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KiKG. Ah, Salisbury ! where ? 

Sal. Here, my dread sovereign. 

King. Thou liest ; she is not there. 

Sal. Under correction you wrong my age. 
Say, I beseech you, is not this the queen 1 

King. I cry you mercy, Salisbury ; 'tis indeed. 
Where is Matilda 1 

Queen. Where virtue, chastity, and innocence 
remain, 
There is Matilda. 

King. How comes she, pray, to be so chaste, so 
fair : 
So virtuous in your eye ! 

Queen. She freed me from my foes, and never 
urg'd , 
My great abuse when she was prisoner. 

King. What did you to her ! 

Queen. Kail'd upon her first. 
Then tare her hair, and rent her tender cheeks, t 

King. heaven ! was not the day dark at that 
foul deed 1 • 
Could the sun see without a red eclipse 
The purple tears fall from those tyrant wounds ) 
Out, Ethiop, gipsy, thick-lipped blackamoor ! 
Wolf, tigress I worse than either of them both I 

Sal. Are you advis'd, my lord 1 

KiKG. Out, doting earl I 
Couldst thou endure to see such violence! 

Sal. I tell you plain, my lord, I brooWd it not. 
But stay'd the tempest. 

King. Rend my love's cheeks ! that matchless 
efligy 
Of wonder-working nature's chiefest work : 
Tear her rich hair 1 to wliich gold wires. 
Sun's rays, and best of best compares 
(In their most pride) have no comporisoa 
Abuse her name ! Matilda's sacred name .' 
O barbarous outrage, rudeness merciless ! 
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Queen. I told you, Salisbury, you mistook the 

king. 
Sal. I did indeed. My liege lord, give me 
leave 
To leave the camp. 

King. Away, old fool ! and take with thee that 
trull; 

For if she stay 

Sal. Come, lady, come away. 
Tempt not his rage. Ruin wrath always brings : 
Lust being lord, there is no trust in \dng9.f^Exeunt, 

Enter MoWBRAY. 

Mow. To arms. King John ! Fitzwater*s field is 
pitched 
About some mile hence on a champain ^ plain. 
Chester hath drawn our soldiers in array : 
The wings already have begun the fight. 

Kino. Thither we will with wings of vengeance 

fly, V 

And win Matilda, or lose victory ! [Exeunt 



ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

Enter Lady Bruce and her BOY with BRAND. 

Lady B. Why did my keeper put us in thy 
hands ? 
Wherein have we offended Blunt or thee ? 

Brand. You need not make these words : 
You must remove your lodging ; this is all. 
Be not afeard : come, come, here is the door. 

Lady B. God, how dark it is ! 



[i.e.t Champion.] 
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Brand. Go iu, go in ; it'a higher up the stairs. 
Lady B. My trembling heart forbids me to go 
in. 
0, if thou have compassion, tell me true, 
What my poor boy ami I must trust unto 1 

Brand. I tell tbee tnie, compassion is my foe ; 
Yet have I had of thee compassion. 
Take in thy child : as I have faith or troth. 
Thou and thy boy shall be but prisoners. 
And I must daily bring yon meat ami drink. 
Lady B. Well, thou bast swoni, and God so 
give thee light, 
As in this dark place thou rememb'rest us. 
Poor heart, thou laugh'st, and hast not wit to 

think 
Upon the many fears that me afflict. 
I will not in. Help us, assist us. Blunt ! 
We shall be murdered in a dungeon ! 

Brand. Cry without cause I I'll have ye in, 

i' faith. 
Lady B. 0, let my boy and I but dine with 
Blunt, 
And then I will with patience go iu. 

Brand. Will yo or nill ye, zounds ! ye must go 
in, 
And never dine. 

Lady B. What say'at thou 1 never dine ! 
Brand. No — not with Blunt, I mean. Go in, 
I say; 
Or by this hand ye get no meat to-day. 

Ladv B. My child is hungry ; when shall he 

have meati 
Brand. Why, and ye would go in, immediately. 
Lady R I will go in ; but very much I doubt, 
Nor I nor my poor buy shall e'er come out 

[Extunl. He teems to lock a door. 
Brand. Ne'er, while ye live, i' faith 1 now are 
they ante. 
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Cry, till their hearts ache, no man can them hear. 

A miserable death is famishment ; 

But what care I ] The king commanded me. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. 
Alarum within : excursions: ew^ FiTZWATER, 

Bruce. 

FiTZ. Now doth fair fortune offer hope of speed ; 
But howsoe'er we speed, good cousin Bruce, 
March with three hundred bows and pikes to 

Windsor, 
Spreading a rumour that the day is ours, 
Aa ours it shall be with the help of heaven. 
Blunt loves our part far better than the king's, 
And will, I gage vxy life, upon the news 
Surrender up the castle to our use. 
By this means shall you help us to a hold, 
Howe'er it chance : set free your lady mother. 
That lives in prison there with your young 
brother. 

Bruce. Away, good uncle, to the battle go ! 
But that a certain good ensues, I know. 
For all the world I would not leave you so. 

FiTZ. Away, away ! 
God send thee Windsor : us this happy day. 

Alarum still. Enter HUBERT and Matilda.^ 

Hub. You cannot hide yourself, Matilda; no 
disguise 
Will serve the turn : now must you to the king. 



^ Matilda's name is omitted in the old copy, but the 
errors of this kind are too numerous to be always pointed 
out. 
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Ami all tliese wara will with your presence cease. 
Yield yoii to him, he soon will yield to ]>eace. 

Mat, Tbey say thou took'st some pity of a 
child, 
The king appointing thee to sear hie eyes ; 
Men do report thee to be just of word. 
And a dear lover of my lord the king. 
If thou didst that, if thou be one of these, 
Pity Matilda, prostrate at thy feet.^ 

Hub. I sav'd young Arthur's eyes, and pity 

My word is juat, which I have given the king ; 
The king I love, and thee I know he loves : 
Compare these, then how can I pleasure tliee 1 

Mat. By letting me eacaiie to Diinmow Abbey, 
Where I will end my life a votnty. 

Hub. And the king die with doting on thy 
love) 

Mat. No, no ; this fire of lust would lie soon 
laid, 
If once he knew mo sworn a holy maid. 

Hub. Thy tears and love of virtue have the 
power 
To make me at an instant true and false : 
True to ilistressed beauty and rare chastity ; 
False to King John, that holds the sight of thee 
Dearer than England or earth's em]>ery. 
Go, happy soul, that in so ill an age 
Hast such fair beauty for thy heritage : 
Yet go not so alone. Dost hear, tall solilier ? 

fCa/; (1 Solditr. 
I know thee honest ; guide this goutle maid 
To Dunmow Abbey : she is one I know. 
1 will excuse thee, and content thee well ; 
My signet take, that ye may |Mias unsearcli'd. 

Mat. Kind Hubert, many prayers for this good 

Shall on my beads be ilaily numbered. \Ex€Viit 
VOL. VIII. T 
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/iiiter Leicester, Richmono, Fitzwater. 

Lei. trelile heat of honour, toil, and rage I 
How cheera Earl HiL'hmond 1 FiCzwater, speak, 

old man. 
We are now near together : answer me. 

FiTZ. Leicester, the more our woe, 
The likelier to be taken by the foe. 

Rich. 0, let u&t aueh a thought abuse thy age ! 
Well never yield iis to the tyrant's rage. 

Lei. But if my girl be yielded 

If she be ! 

FiTZ. Ay, ay — 
There's no man but shall have his time to die. 

Lei. Now is our hour, which they shall dearly 
by. 

£nler King, Hubert, Chester, Mowbray. 

Rich. Leicester, we'll stand like three battu- 

What says our noble general thereto 1 

FiTZ. Why, I aay, do : 
[And] while I can^ I'll keep my place with you. 
KiNQ. How now, my bugbear, will you now 

submit t 
Lei. To death, but not to thee. 
KlNo. Richmond, nor you I 
Rich. Earl Richmond will not yield. 
King. Metlilnks, Fitzwater, you should have 

more wit. 
FlTZ. If it be wit to live, I have no will ; 
And so in this my will o'errules my wit. 

King. Alarum then J with weapons will we 
scourge 
Tour desperate will, and teach ye to have wit. « 

[Fi<//ii : drive back the KlNG, 
Kino. Of high heroic spirits be they alL 
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We will withdraw a little, iind confer, 

For they are circled round, and cannot 'scape. 

[WMilrate. 
Rich. that we three who, in the sun's 
arise 
Were, like the three Triumviri ^ of Rome, 
Guides of an host, able to vanquish Rome, 
Are now alone, enclos'd with enemies I 

FlTZ. The glory of the world hath no more 

But as it comes, it fleets, and fades away, 

Lel Courage, and let us die ! they come again : 
It's Lord Hubert alone. Hubert, wliat news 1 ■ 

Entrr HUBERT. 

Hub. This day's fierce slaughter, John our 

king laments. 
And to you three, great leaders of au liost, 
That now have not a man at all to lead. 

You worthy captains without companies r 

Lei. Fitzwater ! Richmond ! by the blessed sun. 
Lord Hubert mocks us. 

Hub. By the moon, I do not; and put tlie 

blessed to't. 
It is as good an oath as you liave sworn. 
My heart grieves that so great hearts as yours 

be 
Should put your fortimes on a sort' of slaves. 
That bring base fear within them to the field. 
But to the matter — sith your state is such, 

I [Old capj, Triu«iviraM.\ 

' Nothing can more cleu'ly show the desperate confuiion 
of DimcB in thia plaj- than tbia line, which in iho i' 

•• II'. LnM tfuo* Burgk iloan : HiijUwr, vbit neirM.I ' 



That without mercy ymi are Bure of death 
(Which I am sure, and well bis higUimfiB knows. 
You Jo not fear at all), yet he gives graut. 
On just conditionB j-ou shall save your lives. 

FiTZ. On no condition will I save my life, 
Except Matilda be retum'd again, 
UnblemishM, unabus'd ; and then I jield. 

Hub. She now is where she never will return. 

FiTZ, Never 1 O God ! is my Matihla deadT 

Hub, Dead to the world ; dead to this woe she 
ia. 
She lives at Dnnmow, and is vow'd a nun. 

FiTZ. Do not delude me, Hubert, gentle son. 

Hua By all the faith and honour of my kin, 
By my unataiu'd allegiance to the king. 
By my own word, that hath reproveless been. 
She is at Dunmpw. 

FiTZ. 0, how came she there f 

Hub. When all these fields were walks for rage > 
and fear : 
This howling like a head of hungry wolves,'! 
That, scudding as a herd of frighted deer : 
When dnst, arising like a coal-black fog, 
From friend divide<l friend, join'd foe to foe, 
Yet neither those nor these could either know : 
Till here and there, through large wide-mouthed 

wounds, 
Proud life, even in the glory of his heat 
Losing poesessioD, belcVd forth streams of blood, 
Whose spouts in falUng made ten thousand drojis, 
And with that purple shower the dust allay'd^ 
At such a time met I thu trembling maid ;» 



' Head of hungry ttoh'a it the reading of the originil 
COpj : a "herd" of kungry leolva would ecarcely be proper, 
but it nit.v have txen to written. {Head may be ri^rbt, and 
we bftTe not altered it, u the ward U occuiooallj oaed to 
signify ■ gathering or force.] 
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Seeming a. dove from all tier fellows ixirtod— 
Seen, known. And taken ; unseen anil unknown 
To any other that did know ua both, 
At her entreats I sent her safely guideii 
To Dunmow Abbey; and the guide retuni'd 
Assures me she was gladfully receiv'd. 
Pitied, and in his sight did take her oath. 

Frrz. Hubert, for this tliy honourable deed 
I and my house will reverence thy name. 

Hub. Yet, I beseeoh you, hide it from the king ; 
At least that I uonvey'd her to the place. 

£nCer KiNG, Mowbray, Chester. 

FiTz. Hubert, I will. 

King. What, stand they still on terms I 

Lei. On honourable terms, on terms of r^lit. 
Oar lives without our liberty we scorti. 

King. You shall have life and liberty, I swear. 

Lei. Then Leicester bews his knee to his liege 
lord. 
And humbly begs his highness to beware 
Of wronging innocence, as he hath done. 

BicH. The like Richmond desires, and yields his 
sword. 

King. I do embrace ye both, and hold myself 
Richer by a whole realm in having you. 

FiTZ. Much is my wrong ; yet I submit with 
these, 
Begijing free leave to live a private life. 

King. Old brands of malice in thy bosom rest ; 
Thou shalt have leave to leave me, never doubt. 
Fitzwater, see thou ship thee straight for France, 
And never set thy &)ot on English shore. 
Till I repeal thee. Go, go hence in peace. 

Lei. Why doth your highness wrong Fitzwater 
thus! 

King. 1 right his wrong ; he's weary of the land. 
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HlvB. Not of the land, but of a public life. 
King, Content ye, lonls : in audi quick times aa 

We must not keep a drone among our bees, 

Frrz. I am as glad to go as you to send ; 
Yet I beseech this favour of your grace, 
That 1 may see Matilda, ere I part. 

King. Matilda ! see Matilda, if thou canst, 
Before sunset : stay not another day. 

FlTZ,' The sbbey-walla, that shroud my happy 
child, 
Appear witliin her hapless father's sight. 
Farewell, my sovereign, Leicester, Richmond, 

lords: 
Farewell to all ; grief gives no way to words. 

King. Fitzwater, stay : lords, give us leave 

Hubert, go you before unto the abbess, 
And signify our coming. Let her bring 
MatUda to lier father. (Exit Hubert.) C-ome, old 

Be not too froward, and we shall be friends. 
About this girl our mortal jars began. 
And, if thou wilt, here all our quarrel ends. 

Frrz. Reserve my honour and my daughter's 
fame, 
And no poor subject that your grace commands 
Shall willinger submit, obey, and serve. 

King. Do then but this, Persiia<Ie thy beaute- 
ous child 
To leave the nunnery and return to court, 
And I protest from henceforth to forswear 
All such conceits of lust aa 1 have borne. 

FiTZ, I will, my lord, do all that I may do ; 
But give me leave in this to doubt of you. 

' In the old copy Ibe four foltDwiag linen ire given to 
King John. 
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King. Tliia sninll thing grant, and iisk me any- 
thing ; 
(>r elee die in exile, loatli'd of the king. 

TlTZ. You shall perceive I will do what I may. 

Enter oa ihe wait. Abbess, Matilda. Ee-inUa- 
Hubert. 

Hub. MatUda is afraid to leave the houae ; 
But lo, on yonder battlement she stands, 
But in no case will come witliin your hands. 

Kino, What ! will my lady-abbess war ' with 
uel 
Speak, lady ; wherefore shut you up your gates 1 

Abb. Have we not reason, when an host of men 
Hunt and pursue religious chastity 1 
King John, bethink thee what thou tok'st in hand 
On pain of interdiction of thy laud. 
Murderers and felons may have sanctuary, 
And shall not honourable maids distreBs'd, 
Religious virgins, holy nuns profess'd. 
Have that small privilege 1 Now, out upon thee, 

out ! 
Holy Saint Catherine, shield my virginity ! 
I never stood in such extremity. 

Hub. My lord, the abbess lies, 1 warrant you ; 
For I have heard there is a monk of Bury, 
That once a week comes thither to make merry. 

King. Content thee, Hubert ; that same monk 
and she. 
And the worst come, my instruments shall be. 
Good lady-abbess, fear mo violence ; 
There's not one here shall offer you offence. 

FiTZ. Daughter, all this while tears my speech 
have stay'd. 
My lord the king, lords, all draw near, I pray, 

' [Old toji)', ufirna.'] 
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And hear a poor mitn's parting from Iiib cliiliL 

Matilda, still my aiistain'il honour's joy, 

F;iir ornament of old Fitzwater's coat,' 

Bom to rich fortunes, did not this ill-age 

Bereave thee of thy birthright's heritage, 

Thou see'at our Boverelgn— lonl of both our lives, 

A long besieger of thy chastity — 

Hath Bcatter'd all our forces, slain our friends. 

Razed our castles, left us ne'er a house 

Wherein to hide us from his wrathful eye : 

Yet God provides ; France is appointed me. 

And thou find'st house-room in this nunnery. 

Here, if the king shouhi dote as he hatli done, 

It's sacrilege to tempt a holy nun: 

But I have hope he will not ; yet my fear 

So drowns my hope, as I am forc'd to stay. 

And leave abruptly what I more would say. 

Mat. 0, go not yet, my griev'd heart's com- 
forter ! 
I am as valiant to resist desire 
As ever thou weit worthy in the field. 
John may attempt, but if Matilda yield, 
O, then 

FiTZ. Ay, then, Matilda, thou dost lose 
The former glory of thy «haste resolves. 
These seven years hast thou bid * a martyr's imuus, 
Resisting in thyself lust-growing fire, 
For, being mortal, sure thou bast desire ; 
And five sad winters have their full course run. 
Since thou didst bury noble Huntington. 
In these years many months and many days 
Have been consuin'd thy virtues to consume. 
Gifts have been heralds ; panders did presume 
To tempt thy chaste ears with their unchaste 

tongues : 
All iu effect working to no effect ; 



' [Esciiloheon.J 



■ [Abide). ] 
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For I was still tho watchman of thy tower, 
The keeper of foul worms from my fair flower. • 
But now no more, no more Fitzwater may 
Defend his poor lamb from the lion's prey— 
Thy order aud thy holy prayers may. 
To help thee thou hast privilege by law ; 
Therefore be resolute, and nobly die ! 
Abhor base lust, defend thy chastity. 

King. Despatch, Fitzwater : hinder not thy 
child: 
Many preferments do on her await 

FiTZ. Ay, girl, I know thou shalt be offer't^ 
wealth, 
Which is a shrewd enticement in gad want, 
Great honours to lift up thy low estate, 
And glorious titles to eternise thee. 
All these do but gild over ugly shame ; 
Such wealth, my child, foreruns releaseless need. 
Such honour ever proves diahonourate. 
For titles, none comes near a virtuous name : 
0, keep it ever, as thou hast done yet ! 
And though these dark times should forget thy 

praise, 
An age will come that shall eternise it. 
Bid me farewell, and speak it in a word 

Mat, Farewell, dear father, 

Frrz. 0, farewell, sweet child. 
My liege, farewell : Leicester, Hichniond, Hubert, 
Chester and Mowbray, friends and foea, farewell • 
Matilda, see thou keep thy spotless fame. 
And live etemis'd, else die soon with shame. 

[Exit. 

Mat. Amen, amen : father, adieu, adieu ! 



.ighi, 

When good endeavours a 
[ExeiiiU /mm 



! opprcss'd by might. 
lUiiv Abbess, Matilda. 
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King. Ah, Hubert! Meat thoii not the stingo 
down, 
Cloudy and dark 1 Matilda, stay I one wonL 
She sbakee her head, and Bcomfully says nay. 

Rich. How cbeer'st thou, peiceeter } 

Lei. Mad, man, at my state. 
That canDot raise true honour ruinate. 



EnUr Messenger. 

Kino. I will not be disdain'd. I vow to see 
Quick vengeanco on this girl for scorning me. 

Mes. Young Bruce, my lord, hath gotten 
Windsor Castle, 
Slain Blunt your constable, and tliose that kept it ; 
And finding in a tower hia mother dead, 
With his young brother starv'd and famished. 
That every one may see the rueful sight. 
In the thiek wall he a wide window makes ; 
And as he found them, so he lets them be, 
A spectacle to every comer-by, 
That heaven and earth your tyrant shame may sec. 
All people cursing, crying fie ujMin, 
The tyrant, mercdess, inhuman John, 

King. Chester and Mowbray, march away to 
Windsor r 
Suppress that traitor Bruce. What, if his dam 
In wilful fiiry would receive no meat. 
Nor suffer her young child any to eat, 
Is it our fault) haste yo with speed away. 
And we will follow. Go ; begone, I pray. 

[Ei^itunt Chester, Mowbray. 

Hub. black and woful deed ! piteous 
thing, 
When slaves attend the fierce thoughts of a king. 

Lei. My lord, shall we go too 1 

King. Leicester and Richmond, ay, I pray ye, 
do. 
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Lei. Get I my bear and ragged staff once more 

Hais'd in the field, for these tvrougs some shall 

roar. [Exeunt RlCHUONli, IjEICESTER. 

Kisa. Fetch iu the mooJc of Buiy, that I 

tallt'd of, [Exeunt Hubert /ov iJie Monk. 

And bid Will Brand, my instrument of death, 

Cone likewise in. Convert to raging hate 

EiUer Monk, Hubert, Brand. 

My long-resisted love ! welcome, good monk. 

Monk. Thanks to my liege. 

King. Thou hast Ijeen long in suit 
To be installed abbot of your house. 
And in your favour many friends have Btirr'd. 
Now is the hour that you shall be preferr'd 
Upon condition — and the matter small. 
Short shrift to make, good honest confessor, 
I love a fair nun, now in Dunmow Abbey : 
The abbess loves you, and you pleasure her ; 
Now, if between you two this pretty lady 
Could be persuaded to affec't a king, 
Your suit is granted, and on Dunmow Abbey 
I will bestow a hundred marks a year. 

Monk. A holy nun ! a young nun ! and a 
lady ! 
Dear wear, my lord ; yet bid you well as may be. 
Strike hands ; a bai^^ain : she shall be your own, 
Or if she will not 

Kino. Nay, if she do refuse, 
I'll send a death's man «ith you ; this is he. 
If she be wilful, leave her to his hands. 
And on her own head be her hasted end. 

Monk. The matter shall be done. 

King. Sirmh, what poisons have you ready 1 

Brand. Store, store. 

Kino. Wait on the monk, then, and ere we 
take horse, 
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I'll give you such instructions u you neeii 

Hubert, repair ' to Windsor with our host. 

[ExfiiTU King, Monk, nnd Brand. 
Hub Your tyrannies have lost my love almost. 

And yet I cannot choose but love eternally 

This wanton king, replete with cruelty. 

0, how are all his princely virtues etain'd 

With lust abhorred and lascivious heat 

Which, kindUng first to fire, now in a flame, i 

Shows to the whale world clearly his foul shame. 

To quench this flame full many a tide of tears, 

Like overflowing-full seas, have been spent ; 

And many a dry land dnink with human blood ; « 

Yet nothing helps his jMssions violent ; 

Rather they add oil to his raging fire, 
\ Heat to his heat, desire to his desire. 
\ Somewhat, I fear, is now a-managing, 

For that prodigious bloody stigmatic * 

Is never call'd unto his kingly sight. 

But like a comet he portendeth still 

Some innovation or some monstrous act. 

Cruel, unkindly, horrid, full of hate ; 

As that vile deed at Windsor done of late. 

Gentle Matilda, somewhat I mistrust ; 

Yet thee I need not fear, such is his love. 
\ Again, the place doth give thee warrantise ; 


1 


' I01d«.pj,prfpx«.] 

■ This word is found in "Heniy VI„ Part II." net v. 
K. 1, where romig Clifford ippliea it W Riulmrd. Molone 
ol«rveB in » note, that, acoordinic to Bullokar'g "English 
ExpOBilor," 16ia. ilusmatid! originnlly &nd properlj signi- 
fiod '•apcraonwho bae been ftronrfeJ with B hot iron for 
some crime." The mme of the tli»Q to wboni Hubert here 
apiilie* the nord, is Brand. 

Webster, Id hig " Vittorii Corombona," applies the term 

And let lh« MfDHMie wnnklH Id th; rim. 
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Yet I remember when liis highness aaiJ, 

The lustful monk of Bury should him ait). 

Ay, so it is : if slit- have any ill. 

Through the lewil shaveling will her shame bo 

wrought. 
If it so chance, MntilJa's guiltless wrong 
Will with the loss of many a. life be bought. 
But Hubert will he still bis dread lord's friend. 
However he deserves, his master serve ; 
Though he neglect, him will I not n^lect : 
Whoever fails him, I will John affect; 
For though kings fault ' in many a foul offence, 
Subjects must auL>, not mend wiui violence. [Siil. 



Enter Oxford, Qceen. 
Ox. Now, by my faith, you are to blame, 

Ever tormenting, ever vexing you : 
Cease of these fretting hunioura : pray yo, do. 
Grief wiU not mend it ; nought can pleasure you 
But patient suffering; nor, by your grace's leave, 
Have you such cause to make such hue and cry 
After a husband ; yon have not in good sooth. 
Yearly a child ! this payment is not l>ad. 
Content, fair queen, and do not think it strange. 
That kings do sometimes seek delight in change ; 
For now antl theu, I tell you, poor men range. 
Sit down B little, I will make yoa smile. 
Though I be now Uke to tbe snowy Alps, 
I was as hot as .^tua in my youth ; 
All fire, i' faith, true heart of oak, right steel — 
A rufiiaQ, lady. Often for my sport 

' lAro fniitt).] 
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I to a lodge of mine did mnke resort, 

To view my dear, I said ; dear God can tell, 

It was my keeper's wife whom I lov'd well. 

My couDtesa (God be with her) was a shrow, 

As womeQ be, your majesty doth know ; 

And some wld pick-thauk put it in her head, 

All was not well : but Bitch a life I led, 

And the poor keeper und his smooth-fac'd wife. 

That, will I, nill 1, there she might not bide. 

But for the people I did well provide ; 

And by Go<l'8 mother, for my lady's spite, 

I trick'd her in her kind. I serv'd her rigiit 

Were she at London, 1 the country kept ; 

Come thither, 1 at London would eojourn ; 

Came she to court, from court I straightway 

atepp'd ; 
Keturn, I to the court would back return. 
So this way, that way, every way she went, 
I still was retrogratle, sail'd ' opposit* : 
Till at the last, by mildness and submission, 
We met, kiss'd, joined, and here left all suspicion. 

Queen. Now out upon you, Vere : I would have 
thonght 
The world had not contain'd a chaster man. 

Ox. Now, by my fay, I will be sworn I am. 
In all I tell you I confess no iU, 
But that I curb'd a froward woman's will ; 
Yet had my kee[>er's wife l>een of my muid, 
There had been cause some fault with us to find ; 
But 1 protest her noes and nays were such, 
That for my lite she ever kept go much.' 

QuEKX. You would take nay, but our King John 

' [uld copy. *tld.l 

* [The printer bu mule Iutoc witb the Bense here, wbicb 
can only lie gueweil it from the contexl. I'erliapB for go 
we gliauld Tea/\ Ood, in nlluHiaii to the womitn's prot«siA- 
liune. Vet even then the pAHtage rrada hut Inmely.] 
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No nay, no answer will suffice his turo : 

He, for he cannot tempt true chastity, 

Fills all the land with hostile cruelty. 

Is it not shame, he that should punish sin, 

Defeud the righteoae, help the innocent, 

Carves with his sword the purpose of his will 

Upon the guardera of the virtuous. 

And hunts admired, spotless maidenhead 

With all the darts of desolation, 

Because she seorneth to be dissolute 1 

Me that he leaves, I do not murmur at ; 

That he loves her, doth no whit nie perplex. 

If she did love him, or myself did hate : 

But this alone is it that doth me vex : 

He leaves me that loves him, and her pursues, 

That luathes him and loves me. How can I 

choose 
But sadly grieve, and mourn in my green youth, 
When nor of her nor me he taketh ruth 1 

Ox. Ha' done, good queen : for God's good love, 
ha' done : 
This raging humour will no doubt be stay'd. 
Virtuous Matilda is profeas'd a nun ; 
Within a mile (at Dunmow) lives the maid. 
God will not suffer anything so vile ; 
He will not, sure, that he should her detile. 

Queen. No church nor chapel, abbey, nunnery. 
Are privileg'd from his intemperance. 
But leave we him, and let us, I entreat, 
Go visit fair Matilda : much I am 
In debt unto the maid. 

Ox. You are indeed ; 
You wrong'd her, when with blow* you made her 

bleed. 
Bat if you please to visit her, fair dame, 
Our coach is ready : we will soon be there. 

Qui£EM. Thanks, Oxford : and with us I mean 
to bear 
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The beauteous garland sent me out of Spain, 
Which I will offer in the abbey chapel, 
As witness of Matilda's chastity ; 
Whom, wliile I live, I ever vow to love. 
In recomi>ense of rash and causeless wrong. 



ACT v., SCENE 1. 

Enter BRAND aohis; with ciip^ bottle of poison. 

Brand. Good, by this hand ! exceeding, passing 
good I 
The dog no sooner drank it, but yugh I yugh I 

quoth he : 
So grins me with his teeth, lies down and dies : 
Yugh ! quoth I : by God's blood, go thy ways. 
Of all thy line and generation. 
Was never dog so worshippM as thou art. 
For, ere thou died'st, thou wert an officer, 
I lie not, by these ^ nails : a squire's place ; 
For the vile cur became a countess's taster : 
So died the dog. Now in our next account 
The countess comes; let's see, a countess and a 

nun : . 
Why so, why so ! 

What, would she have the whole world quite un- 
done? 
We'll mete- her for that trick. Wliat, not a 

king? 
Hanging's too good for her. I am but a plain 

knave. 
And yet should any of these " no forsooths,'* 
These pray-away s, these tni)-and-goes, these tits, 

^ [Theie may be right ; but perhaps the author wrote hu. 
By his — i.e., God's — nails, is a very common oath.] 
' [i.t,j Mete or measure oat a reward to her.] 
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Deny me, now by these — 

A plague upon this bottle and tliia cup, 

I tttnnot act mine oath ! but t<»"t again — 

By these ten ends of flesh and blood ^ 1 swear. 

First with this hand, wound thus about her iiair, 

Andvith this dagge;^ lustily lambeak'd- — 

I would, i' faith, ay, by my villainy, " 

I would. — But here, but here abe cornea. 

Led by two doctors in sweet lechery. 

If they speed, with my puison I go by ; 

If not, have at you, maid : then step in L 

EjUer Matilda, bttteeen the MOKE and the AbbI':ss.^ 

Monk. And as I said, fur maid, you have done 
well. 
In your distress, to seek this holy place. 
But tell nie tnily, how do you expel 
The rage of lustrarising heat in you t 

Mat. By prayer, by fasting, by considering 
The shame of ill, and meed of doing well. 

Abb. But daughter, daughter, tell me in myeur, 
Have you no fleshly fightings now and then t " 

Brand. Fleshly, quoth you, a raaid of three- 
score years 1 
And fleshly fightings sticking in her teeth I 
Well, wench, thou'rt matcli'd, i' faith. \^AtuU.^ 

Abb, You do confess the king has tempted you, 
And thinking now and then on gifts and state, 
A glowing heat hatli proudly puff'd you up : 
But, tbanke to God, his grace hath done you good. 

MuNK. Who J the king's grace 1 



> [To swear by the fjngcre, or the tm commi 
tbe; were often called, tu a fre<|ueDt oatb.] 
*[Oid eopy, lambaced.\ 

• The 4° SHJB, 'wdiffH thi m-mk anii tit niin, 
VOL. VIU. 
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Mat, No ; God's grace, holy monk. 

Monk. The king's grai* would fainJo you goo<I, 
fair mftid. 

Mat, Ill-good : he means my fame to violate. 

Abb. Well, let that be. 

Brand. Good bawj, good mother B.' 
How fain you would that that good deed sliotilJ 
be ! [A *i(/e.] 

Abe I was about to say eomewhat upon a 
thing : 
U, thus it ia. 

We maids that all the day are occupied 
In labour and chaste, hallow'd exercise. 
Are nothing so much tempted, while day lasts, 
As we are tried and proved in the night. 
Tell me, Matilda, had you, since you came, 
No dreams, no viulous, nothing worth the note 1 

Mat. No, I thank God. 

Abb. Truly you will, you will, 
Except you take good head, and bless yourself j 
For if I lie but on my back awhile 
I am, past recovery, sure of a ba<i dream. 
You se* yon reverend monk : now, God he knows, 
I love him dearer for his holiness, 
And 1 believe the devil knows it too ; 
For the foul fiend comes to me many a night, 
Aa like the monk, as if he were the man — 
Many a hundred nights the nuns have seen, . 
Pray, cry, make crosses, do they what they can — 
Once gotten in, then do 1 fiill to work, 
My holy- water bucket being near-hand, 
I whisper secret spells, and conjure him. 
That the fonl fiend hath no more power to stand ; 
He down, as I can quickly get him laid, 



/ ' [Query, mother liaad ; Or 
the time when Ibu play v 
hem] 



le celebrated procur 
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I blesB myself, niiil like a holy maid. 

Turn on my right eiile, where I aleep all night 

Without more dreams or troubling of the sprite. 

Brand. An abbess 1 By the croaa of my good 
bU*le,' 
An excellent mother to bring up a maid ! ' 
For me, 1 mean, and my good master John ; > 
But never any for an honest maa \Cougki. 

Now, fie upon that word of honesty, 
Passing my throat 't had abnost choked me ; 
'tJblood, I'll forswe-ar it for this triek. [AtiJe.] 

Monk. We trifle time. Fair maid, it's thus in 
brief: 
This abbey by your means may liave relief ; 
An hundred marks a year. Answer, I pray, 
What will you do herein I 

Mat. Even all I may. 

Abb. It's charitably sjioken, my fair child : 
A little thing of yours, a little help. 
Will serve the turn : learn but to bear — -to bear 
The burden of tins world, and it will do. 

Brand. Well, go thy ways : is this no bawd, 
think you) [Afii./e.] 

Mat. Madam, the heavy burden of the world 
Hath long oppress'd me. 

Abb. But not press'd you right : 
Now shall you bear a burden far more light. 

Mat. What burden bearing t whereto tends 
this Ulk 1 

Monk. To you, to us, tliis abbey, and King 
John. 

Mat. God, forfend he should be thought upon I 

Monk. Lady, make short: the king must lie 
with you. 

' Td iwear bv the crou of the sword was & very oamman 
prmctioe, and many ineUncei «re to b« found io D. O. P. 
See alao nolia to " Flamlel," act i, bc. S, 
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Mat. With me I with me I 

[Finl tnmt to tlu Monk, (Ant to (At Abdess. 
Abb. Sweet, never look bo etnuiL'e : 
He shall come closely,' nobody shiul see. 
Mat. How can he come, but One hath eyea to 

seel 
Monk. Your chamber-ninJowg sliall be sha- 
dowed. 
Mat. But no veil from my conscieuce shadows 

Abb. And all the mitia sent quietly to bed. 

Mat. But they will rise, and by my blushing 
red 
Quickly give guess of my lost maidenhead. 

Brand. She goes, i' faith : by God, she is their 
own! [AsiiU. 

Monk. Be not so nice, the sin is venial. 
Considering you yield for charity ; 
And by your fall the nunnery shall rise. 

AfiB. Regard good counsel, daughter : pray, be 

Monk. Come, here's a stir! will't do, wench I 

will it do 1 
Abb. Say ay, say ay ; forget the sound of no ; 
Or else say no, and tjJte it r' wilt thou so' 



Mat. I>o you intend thus lewdly as you speak ? 
" (AND.* Ay, by Gog's b! ' ' ' 
moppet, you were best 



Brand.* Ay, by Gog's blood, do they : and, 
moppet, you were best 
To take tieir proffers, lest, if they forsake you. 



I play the devil's part — step in, and take you. 

Mat. Some holy water ! help me, blessed nuns ! 
Two damned spirits, in religious weeds, 
Attempt to tempt my spotless chastity ; 



> [In alliuion to the prOTerb. " Usid* uy my, and tike."] 
■ Here, according to wbat follows. Brand step* foritard 
and adiireaaes Malilda. Hithcrtu be has epoken andt. 



-n 
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And a tliird devil, gaping for my soul, 
With horrid staringa ghnstlj frightetb me. 

Abk Yoa may 
Cftli while you will ; but, mttid, list what we say. 
Or be assur'd tliia is your dying day. 

Mat. In hia iiame that did suffer for my sin, 
And by this blessed sign, I conjure you, 

[Drawt a crucijix. 
Depart, foul fiends, and cease to trouble me. 

Brand. 'Zounds, she thinks us devils ! Hear 
you, conjuror, 
Except you use that trick to conjure down 
The standing spirit of my lord the king, 
That your good mother there, the Abbess, uses 
To conjure down the spirit of the monk. 
Not all your crosses have the power to bless 
Your body from a sharp and speedy death. 

Mat. Are ye not fiends, but mortal bodies, 
then % [FeeU them all. 

Brand. Moid, laaid, catch lower when you feel 
young men. 
'Sblood, I was never taken for the devil till now. 

Mat. 0, where shaU chastity have true defence,! 
When churchmen lay this siege to innocence t 
Where shall a maid have certain sanctnary. 
When Lady Lust rules all the nunnery 1 
Now fie upon ye both, false seeming saints, 
Iucamal« devils, devihsh hypocrites ! 
A cowled monk, an aged veiled nun, 
Beeome false panders, and with lustful speech 
Essay the chaste ears of true maidenhead ! 
Now fie npon this age ! Would 1 were dead ! 

Monk. Come, leave her, lady: she shidl have 
her wish. 

Abr Speed her, I pray thee : should the bag- 
gage live, 
She'll slander all the chaste nuns in the land 

[Exeunt Monk, Abbess. 
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Brand. Well, well, go ; get you two uuto your 
cotiJHritig : 
Lut me alonu to lay her on God's ground. 

Mat. Why ilost thou stay J 

Brand. Why, maid, becaase I must ; 
I have a message to you from the king. 

Mat. And thou art welcome to his humbltj 

I thought thee to he grim and fierce tit firet, 
But now thou hast a sweet aspect, mild looks. 
Art thou not come to kill me from the kiug i 

Brand. Yes. 

Mat. And thou art welcome; even the wel- 
com'st man 
That ever came unto a woful maid. 
Bo brief, good fellow : I have in the world 
No goods to give, no will at all to make ; 
Bat Ood'B will and the king's on me be done ! ■ 
A little money, kept to give in alms, 
I have about me : deathsman, take it all ; 
Thuu art the last poor almsman I ehall see, 
Come, come, despatch ! What weapon will death 

wear. 
When he assails me 1 Is it knife or sword, 
A strangling cord, or sudden flaming fire 1 

Brand. Neither, thonmanly maid. Look here, 
look here : 
A cup of poison, Wlierefore dost thou smile t 

Mat. God ! in this the king is merciful : 
My dear-lov'd Huntin^n by poison died. 
Good fellow, tell the king I thank hie grace. 
And do forgive his causeless cruelty. 
I do foi^ve thee too, but do advise 
Thou leave this bioody course, and seek to save 
Thy aoul immortal, closed in thy breast : 

[He givet it )ier. 
Bu brief, I pray you. Now, to King John's health 
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A full tarouse : • and, God, remember not 
Tlie curse he gave himself al Rnbin'e <leatfa, 
Wishmg by poison ha miglit end hia life, 
If ever Be solicited my love. 

Farewell, good fellow. Now thy medicine works, 
And with the labour I am forc'd to rest. 
Brand. 'Zounds \ she cares not : she makes 

death a jeat. 
Mat. The guiltless fear not death. Farewell, 
good friend ; 
1 pray thee,_be no trouble in my end. 

[Z/e ttand* scaring and quaHng. 

Enter OXFOltD, QUEEN, ABBESS, AUmdanti. 

Ox. And say you. Lady Abbess, that there came 
One from the king unto her 1 what waa he 1 
Abb. Yonder he stands ; I know not what he 

is. [SlUl lit standi itaring. 

QuKEN. Jeaus have mercy ! Oxford, come not 

nigh him. 
Ox. Not nigh him, madam % yes : keep you 

away. 
AuB. Come in, good queen ; I do not mean to 

stay. \Ejcit Abbess. 

Queen. Nor I to stir before E see the end.^ 
Ox. Wliy atar'at thou thus 1 speak, fellow ; 

answer me. 
Who art thou 1 

Brand. A blowly villain and a murderer ! 
A hundred have I slain with mine own hands. 

1 ScB Mr Oifibrd'g note on the words rouK ■nd ciitvum ia 
hii Hutinger, L S3B. ll would periik[« be difficult, and 
certainly Dl^edleBB, to add >Bylhing lo It. 

lielongB Lo the queen, uDquestionably, liut the i' give* H lo 
llie AUbcM. who b»a alrcad.v gone out. 
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'Twas I that starved the Lady Bruce to death 
And her young son at Windsor Castle late : 
Tia I have slain Matilda, bh^ssed maid, 
And novf will buny to damnation's nioutli, 
Foro'd by the gnawing worm of conscience. 

Ox. Hold lum, for God's sake 1 stay the des- 
perate wretch. 

Mat, 0, some good pitying man compassionate 
That wretched man, so wofnl desperate : 
Save him, for God's sake I he hath set me free 
From much world's woe, much wrong, much . 
misery, 

Qdeen. I hear thy tongue, true perfect charity ! 
Chaste maid, fair tnaid, look up and speak to me. 

Mat. Who's here 1 My gracious sovereign 
Isabel ! 
I will take strength and kneel. 

Queen. Matilda, sit; 
I'll kneel to thee. Forgive me, gentle girl. 
My most ungentle wrongs. 

Mat. Fair, beauteous queen, 
] give God thanks I do not think on wrongs. 

Ox. How now, Fitzwater's child ! How dost 
thou, girl ? 

Mat. Well, my good Lord of Oxford ; pretty 
well: 
A little travidl > more, and I shall rest, 
For I am almost at my journey's end, 
that my head were rais'd a little up, 
My drowsy head, whose dim decaying lights . 
Assure nie it ia almost time to sleep. 

[liaise ktr heaJ. 
J thank your highness ; I have now some ease. 
Be witness, I beseech your majesty. 
That I forgive the king with all my heart ; 

' [lisbour, p«iii.] 
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With all the little of my living heart, 
That yives loe leave to say I caa forgive ; 
And I beseech high heaven he long may live ' 
A happy king, a king belov'd and fear'd. 
Oxford, for God'a sake, to my father write 
The latest commendations of his child ; 
And say Matilda kept his honour's charge. 
Dying a spotless maiden nndefil'd. 
Bid him be glad, for I am gone to joy, 
I, that did turn his weai to hitter woe. 
The king and he will quickly now grow friends. 
And by their friendship much content will grow. 
Sink, earth to earth ; fade, flower ordain'd to fade, k 
But pass forth, sou], unto the shrine of peace ; 
Beg there atonement may bo quickly made. 
Fair queen, kind Oxford, all good you attend. 
Fly forth, my soul, heaven's King be there thy 
friend. [I)i<rf. 

Ox. O pity-moving sight I ' age pitiless ! 
Are these the messages King John doth send 1 
Keep in, my tears, for shame I your conduits keep, 
Sad woe-beholding eyes : no, will ye not 1 
Why, then, a God^s name, weep. [-Sit. 

QuEKN. I cannot weep for rutL* Here, here I 

The blessed body of this noble maid : 
In milk-white clothing let the same bo laid 
Upon an open bier, that all may see 
King John's untimely lust and cruelty. 

[EjretiTU with the bodff. 
Ox, Ay, be it 60 ; yourself, if so you please, 

' Tho reading of tUe old copj is — 

" tth pay, HouriiHW ilfht I If pitileu I " 
Fil^mouing \» k camman epithet, and <rc find it >ft<twirdB 
in ItiU p]>}' used by joang Bruce — - 



' [Old copy, wratA,] 



I pinjon, mj pilyMi 
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Will I attend upon, and both rts wait ^^* 
On chaste Matilda's body, whidh with speed 
To WJJidsor Castie we will hence convey. 
There is another spectacle of ruth, 
Old Bruce's I'amish'd lady and her son. 

Queen. There is the king besieging of young 
Brace: 
His lords are there who, when tbey see this sight, 
1 know will have small heart for John to fight 

Ox. But whert'a the mnrdercr, ha 1 is not he 
stay'd } 

Sbr.' Borne with a \'iolent rage he climb'd a 
tree, 
And none of us could hinder his intent : 
But getting to the top-boughs,. last he tied 
His gart«rs to his neck and a weak brancll ; 
Which being unable to sustain his weight, 
Down to the ground he fell, where bones and 

flesh 
Lie pash'd ' together in a pool of blood. 

Ox. Alas for woe ! but this is just heaven's doom 
On those that live by blood : in blood they die. 
Make ' an example of it, honest friends : 
Do well, take pains, beware of cruelty. 
Come, madam, come ; to Windsor let us go. 
And there to Bruce's grief add greater woe. 




' Thi««crvant entensd probttblvjuBt before Oitord's quee- 
lion, but "kit entrance Is nol msrkecl. 

' To p4.ik, iignibet ta crush or daih to piwea. So in ihe 
■■ Virgin Marlyr," act ii. ic. 2— 

•■ With jDtB'j »rtlllt>T. iliol tfown U oooe, 

See Mr Giffords note upon this paaumge, »nd Eeed'a nole oii 
the eame vord in '■ Troilas md CreiBidm," tut ii. sc. 3. 

' The I'' basil- 
bill ijiuit ie etrtainly tiic true rfadiii^. 



Enier BrCCE upon the waU». 

Bruce. Will not my bitt«r l>anningB ' mid siid 
plaints, ' 
My just and execrable execratiotiB, 
My tears, my prayers, my pity-moving moans ■ 
Prevail, thou glorious bri^t lamp of the day. 
To cause thee keep au obit for ibeir soula. 
And dwell one month with the Antipodes ? 
Bright sun, retire ; gild not this vault of death 
With thy illustrate raya : retire, retire. 
And yield black night thy empery awhile — 
A little while, till as my tears be spent. 
My blood be likewise shed in raining drops 
By the tempestuous rage of tyrant John, 
Learn of thy love, the morning : she hath wept 
Shower upon shower of silveivdewy tears ; , 
High trees, low plants, and pretty little flowers 
Witness her woe : on them her grief appears, - 
And as she drips on them, they do not let, 
By drop and drop, their mother earth to wet. 
See these hard stones, how fast small rivulets 
Issue from them, though they seem issueless, 
And wet-eyed woe on everytJiing is view'd, • 
Save in thy face, that smll'st at my distress. 
O, do not drink these tears thus greedily, 
Yet let tlie morning's mourning garment dwell 
Upon the sad earth. Wilt thou not, thou churl ? 
Then surfeit with thy exhalations speedily ; 

' Bannmi/i irc rvriingt. Huadreds of examples might 
be added to tbom collected \>y Steevens in a note to " King 
Lear," act ii. w. 8. It la a idigular eoineidenee that ban, 
Hi|;nif)~ing a cartt, and 6un, a pDbliu notioe of iiaaiTia^, 
Bhould hare the smne origin. 
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For all earth's venompuB infecting worma 
Have beluh'd their several poisons on the fields, 
Mixing their aimplei in thy compound draught. 
Well, Pbabus, well, drink on, 1 say, drink on ; 
But when thou dost ungorge thee, grant me this, 
Thou pour thy poisons on the head of John. 



DiuM. Enter CHESTER, MoWBKAY, Soldier/, at 
out door : > LeIOESTER, RICHMOND, at another : 
SoUiitn. 

Bruce. How now, my lords ! were ye last night 
so pleased 
With the beholding of that property ' 
Which John and other murderers have wrought 
Upon my starved mother and her son, 
Thftt you are come again i Shall I again 
Set open shop, show my dead ware, dear-bought* 
Of a relentless merchant, that doth trade 
On the red sea, swoll'n mighty with the blood 
Of noble, virtuous, harmless innocents 1 
Whose coal-black vessel is of ebony, 
Their shrouds and tackle {wrought and woven by ■, 

Stretch'd with no other gale of wind but grief, 
Whose sighs with full blasts beal«th on her ■ 

shrouds ; 
Tlie master murder is, the pilot sliame, • 
I The mariners, rape, theft and fieijury; 

B burden, tyrannous oppression, 
\ Which hourly be in England doth unlade. 
I Say, shall I open shop and show my wares 1 

Lel No, good Lord Bruce, we have enough of 
that. 

' The words, at one door, are necesMTy to mtke [he aUgt 

directioD inielligible. but ihcj sru nal ronnil in the origini^, 

' (Ileni uaed apptTently in the oniiEU&l Benso of Ktnc] 
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Drum. Eater KlNc, HUBERT, Soldiert, 

Kiso. To Windsor welcome, Hubert. Soft, 
methinks 
Bruce and our lords are at a parley now ? 

Bkucb. Chester and Mowbray, you are John's 
BWora friends ; 
Will you see more 1 sjieak, answer ine, ray lonls. 
I am no niggard, you shall have your fill. 

Both. We have too much, and aiirfeit with the 
woe. 

Bruce, Are you all fulU there comes a ravening 
kite. 
That Iwth at quick, at dead, at all will smite. 
He shall, he must ; ay, and by'r La<ly, may 
Command me to give over holiday. 
And set wide open what you would not see. ' 

King. Why stand ye, lords, and see this traitor 
perch'd 
Upon our castle's battlements so proud 1 
Come down, young Bruce, set ope the castle-gates ; 
Unto thy sov'reign let thy knee be bow'd. 
And mercy shall be given to thee and thine. 

Bruce. miserable thing I 
Cornea mercy from the mouth of John our king 1 
Why then, belike, hell will be pitiful. 
I will not ope the gates — the gate I will ; 
The gate where thy shame and my sorrow sits. 
See my dead mother and her famish'd son I 

[0/M7M a ftuiemtnt, thoviing the dead boditt miiAin.] 
Open thy tyrant's ^es. for to the world 
I will lay o|>en thy fell cruelties. 

King. We heard, indeed, thy mother and her son 
In prison died by wilful famishment. 

Bruce. Sin doubled upon sin .' Slander'st thou 
the dead ) 
Unwilling willingness it shall appear. 
By then I have proiluc'd, as I will do. 
The just presiimptions 'gainst your unjust act 
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KiNc;. Aaaail the castle, lords ! alarum, drums ! 
And drown tliis screech-owl's cries with your deep 
sounds. 
Lei. I tell thee, drummer, if thy drum thou 

By heav'u, I'll send thy soul to hell's dark night. 
Hence with thy drum ! God's passion, get thee 

hence ! 
Begone, I say ; move not my patience. 

[£j:il dram. 
King. Are you advised, Leicester, what you do ) 
Lbi. I am tidvisod ; for, my sovereign, know, 
Tliere's not a lord here will Uft up his arm 
Against the person of yon nobje youth, 
TQl yon have heard the circumstantial truth, 
By good presumptions, touchijig this foul deed. 
Therefore, go on, young Bruce ; proceed, refel ' 
The allegation that puts in this douht. 
Whether thy mother, through her wilfulness, 
Famish'd herself and her sweet son, or no, 

Bkuce. Unlikely supposition ; nature first denies 
Tliat any mother, when her youngling tries. 
If she have means, is so unuatural 
To let it faint and starve. But we will prove 
She had no means, except this moanful mean, ' 
This torture of herself. Come forth, come forth. 
Sir William Blunt, whom slander says I slew : . 
Come, tell the king and lords what you know true. 

£nttr Sir William Bi,0st [on ih- tvalUY 
KiNQ. Thou haat betray'd our castle. 



' Tbii line U quoted by SUkvciii in k note to " Meuuro 
far H<'Uure,"act v. bc 1, to |iroTe thai Lhe mc&ning uf 
ryW i» rtfutt. 

'Sir WUliain Btunl'tenlnnca U nat marked In the aid 
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Blunt. No : God can tell, 
It was Burpris'd by politic report, 
And affirmation that your grace was slain. 

Rich. Go on, tiir William Bluiit : 
Faaa briefly to the lady's f'amiEhinent. 

Blunt. About some ten days since there came 
one Brand, 
Bringing a signet from my lord the king, 
And this commiseion, signed with his hand, 

[Lordt look, and read the Ihing. 
Commanding me, as the contents express, 
That I should presently deliver up 
The Lady Bruce and her young son to him. 
Mow. What time o' day was this 1 
Blunt. It was. Lord Mowbray, somewhat past 
eleven. 
For we were even then sitting down to dine. 
Lei. But did ye dine ) 
Blunt. The lady and her son did not. 
Brand would not stay. 

Bruce. No, Leicester, no ; for here is no such 
sign 
Of any meat's digestion. 
Rich. But, by the way, tell us, I pray you, 
Blunt, 
While she remain'd with you, was she dis- 
traught 
With grief, or any other passions violent t 
Blunt. She now and tlien would weep, and often 
pray 
For reconcilement 'twixt the kiiig and lonls. 
Chb.^. How to her son did s' "" 

standi 
Blunt, Affection could not any more affect ; 
Nor might a mother show more mother's love. 
Mow. How to my lord the king 1 
Blunt. O my Lord God ! 
I never knew a subject love king more. 
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She never wo\M blin ' telling, how his grace 
Sav'd her young son from soldiers and from fire ; 
How fair he spaktt, gave her her son to keep : 
And then, poor lady, she would kiss her boy, 
Pray for the king so hearty earnestly, 
That in pnre zeal *he wept most bitterly. 

Kino. I weep for her, and do by heaven protest, 
I honour'd Bruce'a wife, howe'er that slave 
Rudely effected what I rashly will'd. 
Yet when he came again, and I bethought 
What bitter penance I had put them to 
For my conceiv'd displeasure 'gainst old Bruce, 
1 had the villain post and bear them meat ; 
Which he excua'd, protesting pity mov'd him 
To leave wine, bread, and other powder'd meat,* 
More than tUey twain could in a fortnight eat. 

Blunt. Indeed, this con I witness with the king, 
Wliich argues in that point his innoceuee : 
Brand did bear in a month's provjsion. 
But lock'd it, like a villain, far from them ; 
And lock'd them m a place, where no miiu's ear 
Might hear their lamentable wofut moans; 
For all the issue, both of vent and light, 
Came from a loover ' at the tower's top. 
Till now Lord Bruce made open this wide gap. 



■ To blia it to eeaie. sad in thU senae It is met with in 
Spenser an iJ otljer poeia. Hr Toilil iuCornu us thst it a 
Mill io uie ill the north of KagUnd. Ben JoDBOn. in his 
''Had Shepherd,'' conretta the >erU into a «uhslaali>e, 
" wiUiouten bliti.'' 

' Poialtr'd ii the old word far Balt«d : it is in tiiis aenae 
Shnkespcare makes FflUuff use it, when he ssjs; " If jou 
embowel me to-dav, I'll give you leave to poviUr me and 






opening— 
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BruCK Had I not reason, think you, to make 

wide 
The window, that ehoiild let so much woe forth 1 « 
Where sits my mother, martyr'd by herself, 
Hoping to save her ciiild from martyrdom 1 
Where stands my brother, martyr'd by himself, 
Because he would not taste liiE mother's blood 1 
For thus I gnther this : — my mother's teeth and 

chin 
Are bloody with the savage cookery 
Which her soft heart, through pity of her son, 
Eespectleas made her practise on herself; 
And her right hand, with offering it thu child. 
Is with her own pure blood stain'd and deftl'd. 
My little brother's hps and chin alone 
Are tainted with the blood ; but his even teetli. 
Like orient pearl or snow-white ivory, 
Have not one touch of blood, one little spot : 
Which is an argument the boj- would not 
Once stir bis lips to taste that bloody food 
Our cruel-gentle mother miniater'd ; 
But as it seem'd (for see his pretty palm 
Is bloody too) he cast it on the ground, 
For on this side the blessed relics lie, 
By famine's rage divided from this shrine. 
Sad woful mother in Jerusalem ! 
Who, when thy son and thou didst faint for food, 
Buried his sweet flesh in tliy hungry womb, 
How merciless wert thou, if wo compare 
Thy fact and this I For my poor lady mother 
Did kill herself to save my dying brother ; 
And*thou, ungentle son of Miriam, 
Why didst thou beg life when thy mother lack'd 1 
My little brother George did nobly act 
A more courageous part : he would not eat, 
Nor beg to live. It seem'd he did not cry : 
Few tears stand on his cheek, smooth is each 

eye; 
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But when he saw my mother bent to die, 
He died with her, childish valiancy — 

Kino. Good Bruce, have done. My heart can- 
not contain 
The grief it holds : my eyes must show'r down 

Lei. Wliich showers are even as good 
As rain in harvest, or a swelling flood 
When neighbouring roea<iows lack the mower's 
scythe, 

A march for biirial, with drum and fife. Enter 
Oxford. Matilda borne Kith nuns, one 

carrying a white pendant — thtMe wordi writlen in 
gold: "Amort* Caxtitatix et Honoris Hono»." 

The Queen foHotcing the. bier, earryinff a ffar- 
land offiowen. Set it in the mid^t of the stage. 

BiCH. List, Leicester ; hear'st thou not a mourn- 
ful march 7 

Lei. Yes, Richmond, and it seemeth old De Vere. 

Ox Lords, by your leave, is not our sovereign 
here! 

Kino. Yes, good old Aubrey. 

Ox. Ah, my gracious lord ! 
That you bo much your high state should neglect I 
Ah ! God in hcAveri forgive this bloody deed 1 
Young Bruce, young Bruce, I weep 
Thy mother and thy brotheya "wrong; 
Yet to afflict thee more, more grief I bring, 

Bruce, honourable Aubery de Vere, 
Let sorrow in a sable suit appear : 
Do not misshape her garment lilce delight ; 
If it be grief, why cloth'at thou her in white I 

Ox. I cannot tell thee yet : I must sit down. 
Attend, young Bruce, and listen to the queen ; 
She'll not be tongue-tied : we shall have a stir 
Anon, 1 fear, would make a man half-sick. 



EARi, OK iruNTimiroN. 

Queen, Are you here, lecher 1 O intempontte 
kiDgl 
Wilt thuu not see mel Come, come, show yuur 
face, 
\\Your grace's graceless, king's unkingly lace. 
What, mutel bands folded, eyes fix'd on tliu I 
earth) ' 

Whose turn Is next now to be miirtlered ( 
The faiiiiah'd Bruces are on yonder side, 
Oq this, another I will name anon ; 
One for whose head this garland I do bear. 
And thia fair, roilk-white, spotless pcndaiit too. 
Look up. King John ! see, yonder site tliy ahaine i 
Yonder it lies ! what, must I tell her name I 
It is Matilda, poisoned by theo. 

King. Matilda I O that foul swift-footed slave. 
That kills, ere one have time to bid him save ! 
Fmr, gentle girl, uugently made away. 
Bkuce. My banisit'd uncle's daughter, art tiiou 
there 1 

Then I defy all hope, and swear 

Lei. Stay, Bruce, and listen well what oath ti) 
swear. 
Louis the Dolphin, pitying our estate, 
Is by the Christian king his father sent 
With aid to help us, and is landed too. 
Lords, that will fly the den of cruelty, 

And 6ght to free yourselves from tyranny ' 

Bruce, keep that castle to the only use 
Of our elected king, Louis of France. 
Ox. God's passion ! do not so : King John is 
here I 
Lords, whis]>er not with Leicester I Leicester, 6e I 
Stir not again regardless mutiny. 

' The senie is incomplete here : purliiipB ■ lino hu been 
lout, or Leiraiter luitdoiilf tecoHccte thai Itrum has poaau- 
Hion nf Winilsor Cniillc, and warns him not to rcliiiquiah 11. 
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Speak to them, Hugh : ' I know thou lov'et the king. 
MaUam, go to them ; nay do, ibr God's sake, do ! 
Down with your stomach,' for if he go down, 
You must down too, and bo no longer queen : 
Advise you ; go, entreat them speedily. 
My sovereign, wherefore Mt you sighing there) 
The lords are all about to follow Louis : 
Up and entreat tbom^ else they will away. 

King. Good Oxford, let them go. Why should 
they stay t 

Ox. Wliat, are ye desperate t Tliat must not be. 
Hear me, my lords. [All tiaiid tn ciiaaeU. 

King. This pendant let me see. 
AmorU CiutitatU et Honoria Uonoa. 
She was, indee<l, of love the honour once,* 
When she was loy'd of virtuous Huntington : 
Of chastity the honour all her life ; 
To impure thoughts she never could be won : 
And she of honour was tbe honour too- 
By birth and life * she honour honoured. 
Bring in two tapers lighted : quick, despatch ! 

Lei. Remember, Bruce, thy charge. Come, 
lords, away ! 

All bat Oxford and Hubert. Away ! wc will 
away. [Briwj tn ttoo white taptra. 

' Ati abridgment of ffubtrt, spparentlj tor the ake of the 

* [i.e.. Spleen, indignation.l 

> In this line there Ib, in the old copy, a curiODi and 
obvians mieprinl : it Blanda in the 4° — 



Instead of — 

The king is translating and commcntinj,' on the motto oi 
the pendant, ae i« quite erident fram the manner in whiel 
he prDoeeds. Beaidea, the meaanre requires a word of on 
sjllable. 

* [Old copy, in li/i.] 
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Ox. Mark, Leicester, but one word : 
stay. 
Help me, good Hubert l help mo, gentle quecui J 
[Again eott/e 
Kino. How dim these tapers bum ! the^ give 
no light. 
Here were two beauteous hunpa, that could have 

taught 
The sun to ahine by day, the moon by night j 
But they are dim, too, clean extinguiBhed. 
Away with these, sith those fair lights be dead I 

Ox. And, as I say — hark, Bruce, unto our talk — 
Think you it is for love of England Louis comes t 
Nay, France is not so kind ; I would it were. 
Advise yourselves. Hark, dost thou hear me, 
Bruce 1 
Brdce. Oxford, I da 

Ox. Can noble English hearts bear the French 
yoke) 
No, Leicester : Richmond, think on Louis' sire, 
That left you and your king in Palestine. 

QoKEN. And think, beside, you know not Louis's 
nature, 
WTio may be as bad as John, or, rather, worse 
Than he. 

Hub. And look, my lords, upon his silent woe; 
His soul is at the door of death, I know. 
See how he seeks to suck, if he could draw 
Poison hora dead Matilda's ashy lips. 
I will be sworn his very heart-string nips. 
A vengeance on that slave, that cursed Brand ! 
I'll kill him, if I live, with this right liand. 
Ox. Thou canst not, Hubert; he hath kiU'd 
himself — 
But to our matter, Loieester, pray thee speak. 
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Young Brutu, for Owl's sake, lot us know tliy 
mil III. 

Bruck. I would be loth to be a stninger'B slave : 
For England's love, I would no French king have. 

Lei. Well, Oxford, if I be deceiV'd in John 

It's 'long of you, Lord Hubert, and the queen. 
Yield up the castle, Bruce : we'll once more try 
King John's proceeilings. Oxford, tell him so. 
[Oxford goes to the Kino, </ou hU duty, and 
talkt with him. 
Beuce. I will come down. But first farewell, 
dear mother, [Kvu her. 

Farewell, poor little George, my pretty brother ! 
Now will 1 shut my shambles in again : 
Farewell, farewell! \Cl"»ai tin easement. 

In everlasting bHas your sweet souls dwell. 
Ox. But you must mand, i' faith ; in faith you 

Lei. My lord, once more your subjects do sub- 
Beseeching you to tlunk how things have pass'd ; 
And let sotne comfort shine on us, your friends. 
Through the bright splendour of your virtuous 
life. 

Kino. I thank you all ; and, Leicester, I protest, 
I will be better than I yet have been. 

Bruce. Of Windsor Castle hero the keys I 
yield. 

Kino. Thanks, Bruce; forgive me, aud I pray 

Thy mother and thy brother buried 

[Bruce o/er* to lci*i Matilda. 
In Windsor Castle cBuroh. Do, kis.s her cheek : 
Weep thou on that, on this side I will weep. 

I the king, with whom 
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Queen. Chaste virgin, thus I crown thee with 
these flowers. 

King. Let us go on to Dunmow with this maid : 
Among the hallow'd nuns let her be laid. 
Unto her tomb a monthly pilgrimage 
Doth King John vow, in penance for this wrong. 
Go forward, maids ; on with Matilda's hearse, 
And on her tomb see you engrave this verse. 

" Within this iriarble monument doth lie 
Matilda, martyr'd for her chastity."* [Exeunt, 

Epilogus. 

Thus is Matilda's story shown in act. 
And rough-hewn out by an uncunning hand : 
Being of the most material points compact, 
That with the certain'st state of truth do stand. 



finis. 
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LIBERALITY AND PRODIGALITY. 



EDITION. 

A PUatant CranedU, sKewing tk« contention 6rtTO«M 
Liberalitie and ProdiffaUtit. At it w<u plagd before 
her Maifslie. London Printed bff Simon Stafordfor 
Qeorge Vincent, and are ta be »old at the tignt of the 
Hand in hand in Wood-elreel over agaiiul S. Michadi 
Church. 1602, 4°. 

The copy of this play in the Qamt^k collection 
appears to be the only one known, and from that source 
it ia now For the flmt time reprinted. Mr Collier 
(Hiat Engl. Dram. Poetr., ii 318) points out that there 
ia internal evidence, from the allusion to the 43d 
year of Queen Elizabeth, that the production was per- 
formed before her Mujesty in 1600 ; oud it seems likely 
that it woB a revival of a more ancient piece. The 
writer jiut quot«d remaTka that a play, called " Prodi- 
gality," was eihihit«d at Court in 1668 (ibid. note). 
Philips, author of the " Theatrum Poetarum," in 
assigning it to Greene, followed either some tradition 
of the time or his own whim ; hut he is uot a trust- 
worthy authority ; and his article on Greene is as- 
suredly as puerile and absurd a perfoiiuance oa could bo 
iroogtucd. 

In the prologue, the writer refers to ehildith yean, 
prcgnmably his own, and perhaps the " Contention " 
was a youthful effort. Moreover, from the (not very 
appropriate) introduction of Latin terms here and there, 
it is allowable to sunpcct that the author vua prepariii){ 
to graduati! in arts, if he had nut done so. 



THE PItOLOGUE. 

The proverb is, Hoa many men, so vmny mimU, 
Which maketh proof how hard a thing it is. 
Of sundry minds to please the sundry kinds. 
In whicli respect I have inferred thia. 

That where men's minds appear so different. 
No play, no part, caii all alike content. 

The grave Divine calls for Divinity : 
The civil student for Philosophy : 
The courtier craves some rare sound history : 
The baser sort, for knacks of pleasantry. 
So every sort dosireth specially. 
What thing may best content hia fantasy. 

But none of these our barren toy affords. 

To pulpits we refer Divinity : 

And matters of estate to Council iKiards. 

As for the quirks of sage Philosophy, 

Or points of squirriliting scurrility, 

The one we shun, for childish years too rare, 
Th'other unfit for such as present arc. 

But this we bring is but to serve the time, 
A poor device to pass the day withal : 
To loftier points of skill we dare not climb. 
Lest (perking over-high) with shame we fall. 
Such as doth best beseem such as we be. 
Such we present, and crave your courteay. 

That courtesy, that gentleness of yours, 
Which wonted is to pardon faults of ours : 
Which granted, we have all that we require : 
Your only favour, only our desire. 

TUB ENU OK TUE PltOLOGl'E. 



THE SPEAKERS. 

Thb Pbologub. 

Vanity, Fortune*i chief servant 

Pbodigalitt, suitor for Money » 

P08TILIOH, 1U$ servant. 

Host. 

Tknacitt, suitor for Money. 

Dandaline, the hostess. 

Tom Toss. 

Dick Dioeb. 

fobtuzte. 

Mabteb Bf onbt, her son. 

ViBTDE. 

Eqditt. 

LiBEBALiTT, chief Steward to Virtue. 

Caftaih Well-done. 

codbtieb. 

Lame Soldieb. 

Constables, with Hue and Cry. 

Tipstaves. 

Shbbiff. 

Clerk. 

Crieu. 

Judge. 

EriLoouE. 



THE CONTENTION BETWEEN 
UBERAUTY AND PKODIGAUTY. 



ETiUr Vanitt sohia, all in/ent/iers. 

In wonlB to make description of my name, 
My nature or conditions, were but vain ; 
Sith this attire so plainly shows the samo, 
As showed cannot be in words mora plain. 
For lo, thus roundabout in feathers dight, 
Doth plainly figure mine inconstancy ; 
As feathers, light of mind ; of wit as light. 
Subjected still to mutability. 
And for to paint me forth more properly. 
Behold each feather decked gorgeously 
With colours strange in such variety. 
As plainly pictures perfect vanity. 
And so I am, to put you out of doubt. 
Even vanity wholly ; within, without : 
Id head, in heart ; in all parts roundabout : 
But whence I come, and why I hither come, 
And upon whom I daily do attend, 
In brief, to show you in a little sum. 
My special meaning is, and go an end. 



334 



CONTENTION KETWE: 



I came from Fortune, my most soveroign damo, 

Amongst whose chiefest servants 1 am one : 
Fortune, that earthly goddess great of name, 
To whom all suita I do prefer alone. 
She, minding in this place forthwith t' appear, 
In her moat gorgeous pomp and printely i>ort. 
Sends me to see all things in presence here, 
Prepar'd and fumish'd in the bravest sort. 
Here will she mount this stately sumptuous throne, 
As she is wont to hear each man's desire : 
And whoso wins her favour by his moan, 
May have of her the thing he doth reqidre. 
And yet another dame there is, her enemy, 
Twixt whom rem tuns continual emulation ; 
Virtue who, in respect of Fortune's sovereignty. 
Is held, God wot, of simple reputation ; 
Yet hither comes (poor soul) in her degree. 
This other seat half-forced to supply : 
But 'twixt their state what difference will be, 
Yourselves shall judge and witness, when you see, 
Therefore I must go deck up handsomely. 
What best beseems Dame Fortune's dignity- 

[ExU. 

SCENE II. 
Snier pRODiGAUTY, Postilion, nml Host. 

Prod. Postilion, stay, thou druig'st on like an 
ass. 
Lo, hero's an inn, whicli I cannot well pass : 
Here will we bait, and rest ourselves awhile, 

Post. Why, sir, you have to go but six small 
mile; 
The way is fair, the moon shines very bright. 
Best now go on, and then re^t for all night. 

Prod. Tush, Poetil, fair or foul, or far or near. 
My weary bones must needs he rested here. 
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Post. 'Tis but a paltry inn. there's no good cheer ; 
Yet shall you pay for all things passing dear. 
Prod. I care not for all that : I love mine ease. 
Post. Well, sir, a God's name, then do what 

you please : 
Prod. Knock, then, at the gate. 
Post. Ho, who's at homo 1 hostler, chamlwr- 
lain, tapst«r} 
Ho I take in gentlemen. Knave, slave, host, 
hostess, ho ! L'^'Pi '"'Vi '"'Pi ''"/'■ 

What, is there none that answers 1 Tout a la 

■mm-lt 
Sir, you must make entrance at some other port : 
For here's no passage. 

Prod. NoI let me come; 111 knock a little 
harder. 
Here must I in ; for sure I will no fanler. 

[Rip, rap. rap, rap. 
Ho! who dwells here I [Rip, vip, j-aj)]. PU call 
on the women another while. Ho ! butter- wench, 
dairy-maid, nurse, lauudreBS, cook, host, hostess, 
anybody, ho ! 

Host. Who's there? 

Prod. Up, sir, with a horse nightrcap! what, 

are ye all in a drunken dream ! can ye not hear) 

Post. Not a word more ! he is fast asleep again, 

I fear. What, ho ) 
Host. How now t 

Prod. How now ? now the devil take thee ! 
Can calling, nor knocking, nor nothing, awake theel 
Host. Now, sir, what lack ye 1 
Pbod. Lodging. 
HohT. What are you 1 
Prod. Gentlemen. Soest thou not ? 
Host. Whence come ye I 
Prod. \VTiat skills that 1 open the gato. 
Host. Nay, soft a while, I am not wont so late 
To take in guests. I like ye not: away. 
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Prod. Nay, stay awhiJe, mine host ; I pray 
thee, stay, 
Open the gate, I pray thee heartily, 
And what we take we will pay thee royally. 

Host. And would ye have lodging then ) 

Prod. Yea, rather than my life. 

Host. Then stay a while ; I'll first go ask my 

Prod. Nay, nay, send her rather to me : 
If she be a pretty wench, wo shall soon agree. 

Post. Now a Iwts* on him and his wife hoth 
forme! [A tide. 

HoaT. Then you would have lod^gs belike, sir T 

Prod. Yea, I pray thee come quickly. 

Host. What's your Dame, and please you ? 

Prod. Prodigality, 

Host. And will you indeed spend lustily 1 

Prod. Yea, that I will 

Host. And take that ye find patiently T 

Prod. What else 1 

Host. And pay what I ask willingly 1 

Prod, Yea, all reckonings unreasonably. 

Host. Well, go too ; for tliia once I am content 
to receive ye : come on, sir, I daresay you are al- 
most weary. 

Pbod. Thou may'st swear it [^Exeunt. 



SCENE HI. 

EnUr Virtue and Equity. 

Vir, most unhappy state of reckless humane 
kind I 
O dangerous race of man, iinwitty, fond and blind ! 
wretched worldlings, subject to all misery, 

•[P«I. 
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When fortune is the prop of your prosperity ! 
Can you so soon forget, that you have leam'd of 

The grave divine precepts, the sacrod wholesome 

lore. 
That wise pliiloso])hera with painful industry 
Have ' written and pronounc'd for man's felicity 1 
Whilome [it] hath been taught, that Fortune's hold 

is tickle ; 
She bears a double face, disguised, false and 

Full &aughted with all sleights, she playeth on the 

pack; 
On whom she smileth most, she tumeth most to 

wrack. 
The time' hath been, when Virtue had * the Bove- 

reiguty 
Of greatest price, and plac'd in chiefest dignity j 
But topsy-turvy now the world is tum'd about : 
Proud Fortune is preferred, poor Virtue clean 

thrust out. 
Bfan's sense so dulled is, so all things come to 

pass. 
Above the massy gold t' esteem the brittle glass. 
Eq. Madam, have patience. Dame Virtue must 

sustain, 
UntU the heavenly [lowers do otherwise ordain. 

ViR. Equity, for my part, I onvy not her stat«, 
Nor yet mislilte the meanness of my simple 

rate. 
But what the heavens assign, that do I still think 

best; 

My fame was never yet by Fortune's frown opprest : 

Here, therefore, will I rest in this my homely bower, 

With patience to abide the storms of every shower. 

[KxeutU. 

' [Old eopj, had.] * [Old cop;, haA.] 
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SCENE IV. 

EtUtr Tenacity and Vanitv [stverallif, and not 
leeijig each other at Jiral.' ] 

Ten, By Gog's borea, these old stumps are 
stark tired. 
Chavo here roundabout for life conquired. 
Where any poatLng nngs were to be hired. 
And can get none, would they were all vired ! * 
Cham come too late for Money, 1 hold a penny. 
Suitors to Fortune there are bo many ; 
And all for Money, chill gage a round aum : 
Money is gone, before Tenacity come. 
Then am I dresa'd even to my utt«r shame : 
A fool retum'd, like as a fool I came. 
Cham sure chare come vorty miles and twenty, 
With all those bags you see and wallets empty ; 
But when chave sued to Vortune vine and dainty, 
Ich hope to vill them up with money plenty : 
But here ia one, of whom ich will conquire, 
WhUk way che might attain to my desire. 
God speed, my zon. 

Van. What, father Crust, whither post you so 
fasti 

Ten. Nay, bur lady, zon, ich can make no haste, 
Vor che may say to thee, cliam tired clean. 

Van. More shame for you, to keep your ass so 
lean ! 
But whither go you now 1 

Ten. To a goodly lady, whom they call her 
Vortune. 

Van. And wherefore 1 

■ [The i 

knockB at tbe gaU.] 
• [Fired ?] 
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Ten. For money, zoo, but ich vear ch.e come too 

late. 
Van. Inileed, it seemeth by thy beggar's state. 
Thou hast need of money ; but let me hear. 
How or by whom think'st thoii to get this gear ? 
Ten. Chill speak her vair, chOl make low curay. 
Van. That's somewhat; but how wilt thou 

come at her 1 
Ten. Bur lady, zon, zest true ; there lies the 
matter : 
Chill make some frieml. 
Van. Whom) 
Ten. Some man of hers, that near lier doth 

attend. 
Van. Who is that) 

Ten. Ich know not ; chad that ' inqueer of thee : 
And therefore, if thou knowest, tell it me. 

Van. What, in such haste, forsooth, so suddenly : 
And 80 good cheap, without reward or fee t 
Ten. Poor men, dear zou, must crave of cour- 
tesy: 
Get I once money, thou slialt rewarded ho. 

Van. Go to, then, I'll tell thee : his name is 

Ten. And where is a 1 

Van. No more ado : ask hut for Vanity. 
Reward him well, he'll help thee to money. 

Ten. But wher« 1 

Van. Why, here in this place : this is Lady 
Fortime's palace. 

Ten. Is this 1 Ah, goodly Lord, how gay it is 1 
Now hope I sure of money not to miss. 
So law, my zon, ich will go rest myself a while. 
And come again. [£xit. 

Van. Do so. Now sure this coistrel makes me 
smile, 

' [Old copy, (Aa«.] 
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To see his greedy gaping thua for gain, 
Firet hardly got, then kept with harder i^ain, 
As you ere long by proof shall see full iilain. 

TEN. This is mine old inn ; hero chill knock. 
Holla, ho ! 

Host. What roiater have we there, that rap- 
peth so ) 

Post. How now, sirrah, what lack you) 

Ten. Lodging. 

Post. Lodgingi there is none: all is full 

Ten. How so 1 

Post. Ta'en up by gentlemen long ago. 

Ten. Let me yet have some room for mine asa 

Post. Atinut super atijium, volitate ad furtai / 

Host. Who is that thou protest therewithal t 

Post, Look forth and see : a lubber, fat, great 
and tall, 
Upon a tired asa, bare, short and small. 

Host. Ho, bo I 'tia Tenacity, my old acquuntance, 
And to my wife of near alliance. 
Father Tenacity ! 

Ten, Mine host, God speeil ! 
How do yout Take in, oatler. 

Ostler. Anon, sir. 

Host. Chaml>erlain, wait upon my kindred here. 

Cham. I will, sir. 



SCENE V. 
Enter Money and Vanity. 

The SoJiff. 
, At liffht atafty. 
In pleaicmt jolUtif .- 
With mtrf A and melody. 
Sing ifojuy. Money, Monty / 
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Money the minion, tin tpring ofalljoi/; 
Money, t/ie medicine Ihixt healt each annoy; 
Money, the jewel that man fxqn t» ilore; 
Money, the idol that wottun adore/ 
That Money am I, the fountain ofhliu. 
Whereof whoto tasteth, doth neotr amitt. 
Money, money, money I 
Sing Money, Money, Money/ 

Van. What, Mo'ney, sing you ao lustily t 

MoN. 1 hare Donp other cause : who would not 
sing merrily, 
Being, as I am, in such felicity ; 
The God of this world, so mighty of power, 
As mokca men, and mors men, and all in an hour I 
Yea, where I am. Is all prosperity, 
And where I want, is nought but misery. 

Van. Mouey saith reason ; for so doth it tare. 
Money makes masteries, old proverbs dechire. 
But, Money, of Fortune, our aoTereign dame, 
What news ) 

Money. Marry, sir, of purpose I hither 

came. 
To let thee know she will forthwith be here : 
And lo ! already, see, she doth appear. 

Van. 'Tib true ; now must I show my diligence. 
Down, ladies, stoop ; do your r 



SCENK VI. 
Enter FORTUNE, in her ehariot dravm with Kings. 

The Song. 

Reverence, do reverence; fair damet, do reverence 
Unto this goddeu great, do huvMe reverence : 
Do humble ri 



3t3 

ForliiM^ ofvwldly ttale the gaoerneii* : 
Fortune, of man's delight the ntittrm: 
Fortune, of eartMy blits the patroneit ; 
Fortune, the tprini} of joy and kappinen. 
Lo, this is the, with tisiTiJclinff of her tye. 
That miters ' c^» advanee lo diffnity, 
Aitd priacu tarn to miaert' misery. 

Reverenoe, iIm rrveratce. 

For. Report hath spread, that Virtue hero in 
place 
Arrived is, her silly court to hold ; 
And therefore I am come with faster pace, 
T'encountet her, whose countenance is so bold. 
I doubt not but by this my pompous shew. 
By vesturoB wrought with gold so gorgeously : 
By reverence done to me of high and low ; 
By all these ornaments of bravery. 
By this my train, that now attends me so : 
By kings, that hale my chariot to and fro. 
Fortune is known the queen of all renown r 
That makes, that mars ; sets up and throws adown. 
Well is it known, what contrary effects 
'Twixt Fortune and dame Virtue hath been wrought i 
How still I her contemn, she me rejects ; 
I her despise, she setteth me at nought : 
So, as great wars are grown for sovereignty, 
And strife as great 'twixt us for victory. 
Now is the time of trial to be had. 
The place appointed eke in presence here. 
So as the truth to all sorte, good and ba<l, 
More clear than light shall presently appear. 
It shall be seen, what Fortune's power can do, 
When Virtue shall be forc'd to yield thereto. 
It shall be seen, when Virtue cannot bide, 
But shrink for shame, her silly face to hide. 

' [Wretches.] 
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Then Fortune shall advance herself before, 
All harms to help, all losses to restore. 
But why do I myself thus long restrain 
From executing this I do intend I 
Time posts away, and words they he hut vain ; 
For deeds ^indeed) our quarrel now must end. 
Therefore in place I will no longer stay 
But to my stately throne myself convey. 

Rrverenee, due raitrtnce, &c. 



ACT II., SCENE 1. 
EnUr Liberality. 

How seldom is it seen, that Virtue is regarded, 

Or men of virtuous sort for virtuous deeds re- 
warded j 

So wonts the world to pamper those that nought 
deserve, 

Whiles such as merit best, without relief do starve. 

Great imperfections are in some of greatest skill. 

That colours can discern [not], white from hlatjc, 
good from ill. 

blind affects of men, how are yon led awry. 

To leave assured good, to like frail Vanity ! 

If some of Virtue's train, for prince and country's 
good. 

To show their faithful hearts, shall hazard life and 

And guerdonless depart, without their due reward. 
Small is th' encouragement, the example veiy hard. 
Where any well deserve, and are rewarded weU, 
Where prince and people both in safety sure do 

. dwell. 
Where he that truly serves, hatli nothing for hia 
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More hearts are lost, than pechs of gbld can ran- 
som homo again. 

Let states therefore, that wish to maintain stately 
dignity, 

Seek to acquaint theroselvos with Liberality ; 

For that is it which wins the subjects' faithful love. 

Which faithfiil love all harms from them and 
theirs remove. 

Liberality am I, Virtue's steward here, 

Wlio for the virtuous sort do nothing hold too 
dear. 

But few to Virtue seek : all sorts to Fortune fly, 

There seeking to maintain their chief prosperity. 

But whoao marks the end, shall bo onforc'd to 
say: 

Fortune, thou art blind ! let Virtue lead the 

way. 
But who comus here ) It aeeraeth, old Tenacity. 

1 must away ; for contraries cannot agree. [Exit. 



Enter TENACITY. 
Ten. Well, since che sea there is none otlier 
boot, 
Chill ikow take pains to go the rest afoot ; 
For Brock mine ass is saddle-pinch'd villi sore, 
And so am I even here — chill say no more. 
But yet I must my business well apply. 
For which ich came, that is, to get money. 
Chwas told that this is Lady Vortune's place : 
Chill go boldly to her, that's a vlat case ; 
Vor, if che speed not now at this first glance, 
Cham zure to be dash'd quite out of counteuance 
By certain lusty gallon hvds hereby. 
Seeking Vortune s favour as well as 1. 



LIBERALITY AND rRODlllALlTY. 3 

0, knev I where to find Mast. Fanity, 
Vortune'a servant ! Of mine honesty, 
Look where he comes in time as fine and trim, 
As if che held him all this while by the chin. 



Vanity and Tenacity, 
Van. Tis he indeed : what say you to him 1 
Ten, Many, sir, chnm now come for money. 
Van. For money, mani what, stOl so hastily) 
Ten, Yea,^ by gis, sir, 'tis high time, che vore ye ; 
Cham aveard another will ha' 't afore me. 
Van. Why so ) who ia it thou fearest t tell me. 
Ten. Marry, air, they call htm Mast Prodi- 
gality. 
Van. Prodigality, is it truel young, wasteful, 
foisting ftodi^ity, 
To encounter old, sparing, covetous, niggard Tena- 
city 1 
Sure, such a match as needs must yield us aport : 
Therefore, until the time that Prodigality resort, 
I'll entertain this crust with some device — [atide. 
Well, father, to be sped of money with a tnce, 
What will you give me 1 

Ten, Cha vore thee, son, do rid me quickly 
hence, 
Chill give thee a vair piece of three-halfpence. 
Van. Indeed 1 

Ten. Here's my hand. 

Van. Now, sir, in sooth you offer so bountifully, 
As needs you must be us'd accordingly. 
But tell me, know you him that comoth here I 
Ten. Cock's bores, 'tis Prodigality ; 'tis he I did 
fear. 

' [Old copy, Yoa.] 
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Ciiam afraid che may go whistle now for money. 
Van, Tuah, man, be of good cheer, I warrant 
thee; 
He Kpeedetb beat, that best rewardeth me. 



£nur Prodigality, Vanity, Tenacity, Host, 
Fortune, and Money. 

Host. Sir, now your reckoning is made even ; 
111 trust no mora 

Pbod, No) 

Host. No, Bure. 

Prod. Set cock-on-hoop then ; by Borae means, 
good or badf 
There is no remedy, but money must be had. 
By the body of an ox, behold here this aas, 
Will be my familiar, wheresoever I pass. 
Why, goodman Crust, tell me, is there no nay. 
But where I go, you must forestal my way 1 

Ten. By Gog's Heah and his flounders, sir, che 
hope the Queen's highway is free for euery man 1 
for theo as me, for me as thee, for poor Tenacity 
as for proud Prodigality ! chill go, in the Queen's 
peace, about my business. 

Prod. This way 1 Ten. Yea. 

Prod. To whom ) Ten. To Vortune my 

Prod. Wherefore 1 mistress. 

Ten. That's no matter to you. 

Prod. No matter, sirl but, by your erustKliip, 
ere you go, 
Tis a plain case. Prodigality will know : 
And therefore be round ; come off, and tell me 
quickly. 

Ten, And thou'dst so vain know, che go for 
money. 
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Prod. Out upon thee, villam, traitor, thief, 
pickpurse ! 
Thou peuurious kn&ve, caterpillar, and what's 

Hast thou heard me say, that for money I went. 
And couldfit thou creep bo closely my purpoee to 

prevent 1 y- 

By the life I live, thvn shalt die the death. 
Where shall I first begin 1 above or beneath 1 
Say thy prayers, slave — 

VAN. How now, my fnends, what needs this 

variance 1 
Money comes not by force, money comes by chance ; 
And sith at one instant you both seek for money, 
Appeal both to Fortune, and then aball you try, 
Whether either or neither may hit to have money. 
Prod. Gentleman, you say well : I know not 

your name ; 
But indeed for that purpose to Fortune I came ; 
For furtherance whereof if I might obtain 
Your friendly help, I would quit your pain. 

Ten. I am your old acquaintance, sir, remember 

Van. Thee, quoth a ) for thy large offers I may 
not forget thee. 
You be both my friends, and therefore indifferently 
I will commend you both to Fortune's courtesy. 

[To For.] Lady moat bright, renowmod goddess 
fair, 
Unto thy stately throne here do repair 
Two suitors of two several qualities. 
And qualities, indeed, that be mere contraries. 
That one is called wasteful Prodigality : 
This 1 one cleped covetous Tenacity. 
Both at once unto your royal majesty 
Most humbly make their suits for money. 

' r"M copy, ran/.] 
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For. Let's hear wliat they can 6ay. 

Pbod. Dirine goddess, behoU, with nil humility 
For money I appeal unto thy deity ; 
Which, in liigh honour of thy majesty. 
I mean to spend abroad most plentifully. 

Ten, Sweet mistregs, grant to poor Tenacity 
The keeping of this golden darling money : 
Chill vow to thee, bo long as life shall dure, 
Under strong lock and Key chill keep him vnat 
and sure. 

Van. Nay, pleaseth then your pleasant fantasy 
To hear them plead in musical hajmony ) 

For. It liketh me. 

Prod. None bett«r. 

Ten. Well, though my singing he but homely, 
Chill sing and spring' too, ere chud loose money. 

Van. Well, to it, a God's name ; lot saying go 

And each sing for himself the best he can. 

Tlie Song. 
FkoD. The frrinctly tieari, t/uU/refly speiide, 
Rtlieva full many a t/iiotaartd vwre. 
Be gettetk praite, he gaiwth friendi, 
And peoplc't love proeara therefore. 
But pinching fitt, that ipareth all. 
Of due rtluf the needy rob» ; 
Nimght can be caught, where noughtdothfall, 
There canut no good of greedy eoijt. 

Thit vnue therefore do I make ; 

The bett deterver draie the ilake. 

Ten. WhiUt thou iloil tpend xnith friend and foe. 
At home che Md tlte jilovgh by th' tail: 
C/ie dig, eke delve, cite let, che tov), 
Che mow, die reap, die ply my flail. 



' [Dsnee.] 



' [Then.] 
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A pair of dice u thy delight, 

Thou, lio'tt/or most pdH by the tpoil: 

I truly labour day arid nitjkt 

To get my liviiu/ by my toil. 

Chill therfforc tare thii istue make : 
The bett daerver dra.ie tlte Make. 

Van. Hallo I latit dispuCatum. 
Ten, Nay, by my father's bouI, friend, now 
chave once begun, 
Let him to't, che pass not when che done. 

Prod. Lo, Lady, you have heard our reasons 

both expresa'd, 

And thereby are resolv'd, I hope, who merits best. 

For. Dame Fortune dealeth not by merit, but 

by chance : 

He hath it but by hap, whom Fortnno doth 

advance ; 
And of his hap as he hath small assurance : 
So in his bap likewise is small continuance. 
Therefore at a venture, my dear son Money, 
I do commit you unto Proiligality. 
Ten. To Prodigality T An, poor Money, I pity 

Continual unrest must be thy destiny : 
Each day, each hour, yea, every minute tost, 
Like to a tennis-ball, from pillar to post. 

Money. I am, where I like. 

Ten. [7*0 Van.] And is there, then, no other 
remedy) 
Must poor Tenacity put up the injury I 

Van, Your time is not yet come. 

Ten. WTien will it come, trow ye ? 

Van. At the next turning water, happily. 

Ten. And che wist that, chnd the more quietly 
depart. 
And keep therewhile a hungry hoping heart 
How sayeat thou, vriend Fanity ? 
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Van, No doubt, but 'tis best. ' 

Ten. Then varewell to all at once. [Exii. 

Prod. Good iiighl and good rest. 
And now will I likewise with my sweet Money 
Go hunt abroad for some good company. 
Vanity, for thy pains I will not grease thy fiat 
Peltingly ' with two or three crowns ; but, when 

thou list, 
Come boldly unto Prodigality's chest, 
And take what thou wilt ; it's ever open. 

Van. I thanlc you, sir ; 'tis honourably spoken. 

Prod. Yet, ere I go, with song of joyfnlness 
Let me to Fortune show my tliankfulness. 



The Soilf/. 

Verie to Fortune. 

Thou that dott gukle Uie world by thij dirm^iim, 
Thou thai dott coaijuer staUs to Uiy tubjixtioa, 
Tiiou t!iat dosl keep earh Uitg in t/iy correetion. 
Thou tliat prefervest all in (Ay proledion. 
For all thy g'l/ts unto ihy majesty 
I yield both thanks and praite immorlalli/ : 

To mighty Fortune, d-c. 

V-ei-ae to Money. 

Sweet Money, tite minion tltat tails with all madu, 
Svieet Honey, the minalrel lliat makes merry alt mind*, 
Sweet Money, that gables of bondage vvhindi. 
Street Money, that maiutaint all sports of all kinds, 
This is that sweet Money, that rules like a king. 
And makes me all praises of Money to ting. \^£xeunl. 

' [PaUrlly.] 
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ACT m., SCENE 1. 

Enter Dandaline, the hostess. 

Dan. Now, i' faith, ye little peeviah harlotry,' 
I'll one day make you spit your meat more hand- 
somely. 
By my truth, truly had I not come in the mther. 
She had laid me to the fire the loin of veal and 

capon both together, 
Not weiglung (like an unwitty girlish mother). 
That the one would ask more roasting than the 

other ; 
So that either the veal had been left stark raw, 
Or else the capon burnt, and so not worth a straw. 
And that had been pity : for I assure you at a word, 
A better bird, a fairer bird, a finer bird : 
A sweeter bird, a younger bird, a tenderer bird : 
A daintier bird, a criaper bird, a more delicate 

bird: 
Was there never set upon any gentleman's board. 
But I lack my guests, that snould pay for tiiis 

gear; 
And sure my mind gives me, I should find them 

Two of mine acquaintance, familiar grown. 
The third to me yet a gentleman unknown. 
More than by hearsay, that he is fresh and lusty, 
Full of money, and by name Prodigality. 
Now, air, to link him siu'e to his hostess Dandaline, 
Dandaline must provide to have all things very 

fine. 
And therefore already it is dejinitam, 

' A («nn of contempt for a womin. Tbo hciatfln hu 
entered the kitchen of the inu in the coak'i abnnoe, and 

fiiuU mattcm not quite iuiti«{actory.] 
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The gentleman shall want nothing may please hiB 

appefitam. 
And ix^cause most meats unsauced are motives to 

drouth, 
He Bball have a lemon to moisten his mouth, 
A lemon I mean ; no lemon I trow ; 
Take heed, my fair maids, you take me not so. 
For though I go not as grave as my gran<imothor, 
Vet I have honesty as well aa another. 
But hush, now shall I hear some news. [Manet. 



Entet- Tom Toss, Dick Dicer.' 

DiCHR, Fellow Tomkin, I think this world is 
made of fliut ; 
There's neither money, nor wares worth money, 
in't. 
Toss. Hold thy peace, Dick, it cannot still keep 
at this stint ; 
We are now lighted upon such a mint, 
As (follow it well) I dare warrant thee. 
Thy turn shall he served in every degree. 

DaND. Dick boy, mine own boy, how dost 

thou 1 what cheer 1 
Dicer. What, Daudeline, mine hostess, what 

make you here 1 
Dand. I came of purpose to inquire for thee. 
Dicer. And I came of purpose to seek Pro- 
digality. 
Dand. Wliat, he you told me of I indeed, is it 
he! 

' Old copy S'lds, and Dnmidi/nt : Ual it is evident from 
IhG cloK of the prccnliog scoue, tbat llio Htwlcas doca not 
qait Llie 8lagc. 
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Dicer. Ay, of my fidelity. 
Dand. a good boy, of mine houeety. 
But when come ye 1 

Dicer. Aa soon as I ctm find him. 
Dand. Seek him, good Diet, and find him 
speedily : 
For this, I fissure ye, your supper is ready. 

Dicer, Go home before, make all things vcij 

fine. 
Dand. I will. Farewell. 
DiCEK. Farewell. 
Dand. Farewell to Tomkin, too 1 
Toss. Farewell, sweet Dandaline. 
Dand. But, hear ye ) bring Iiim. 
Dicer, WhoT 

Dand. Tush, a God's name, you know who ! 
I mean the gentleman. 

Dicer. Go to, go to. Pandaline rxif. 

Tom, now to the purpose where irst we began. 
Toss. Cast care away, Dick; I'll make tlioo a 

man. 
Dicer. A gospel in thy mouth, Tom, for it never 
went worse. 
Master Money hath left me never a penny in my 
purse. 
Toss. 'Twill be better, Dick, shalt see, very 

shortly. 
Dickr. I pray thee, tell me is this brave Pro- 
digality, 
So full of money as he is said to be ! 

Toss. Full, quotha} he is too full, I promise 

Dicer. And will he lash it out so lustily I 
Toss. Exceedingly, unreasonably, unnieasure- 

ably, 
Dicer. Then may such mates as we, that ho so 

bare, 
Hope some way «r .>ther to cati^h a slLaiv 
vol.. Vtll. y. 
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Tom, Assure thyself thst; but whist, he cometh 
here : 
Let's entertain him with fnmiliar cheer. 

Dicer. In order, then, bravely. [Eetire. 



KaUr Prodigality, with Money. 

Prod. How is't, my aweet Money, shall we be 

lusty now 1 
MoN. Be as lusty as you will. I'll be as lusty 

ae you. 
Prod. Who lacks money, ho ! who lacks money] 
But ask and have : money, money, money ! 

Dicer. Sir, here be they that care not for youf' 
money, 
So much afl for your merry company. 

Prod. And company is it I seek assuredly. 
Toss. Then here be companions to fit your 
fantasy, 
And at all assays to answer your desire ; 
To go, to run, to stay, to do, aa you require. 
Prod. What can I wish more? well tlien, I 
pray, 
What sports, what pastimes, shall we first 
assay 1 
Toss. Marry, first, sir, we both pray you 
heartily. 
To take a poor supper with ns here hard by, 
Where we will determine by common consent, 
What pastimes arc fittest for us to frequent. 
Peod. I grant. 

DiCER. Tlien, if you please, with some sweet 
roisting harmony 
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Let US begin the utas ' of our jollity. 

Pbod, Thou hitt'st my hand pat Money, what 
say'at thou I 

MoN. I say that I like it : go to it, I pray ymi. 

Pkod. Shall I begin 1 

MoN. Yea. 

Prod. Then surely shall it be. 
To thee, for thee, and in honour of thee. 

The Song. 

Sieert Money, t/te minion tliat tail* mi}t alt windf, 
S'ueet Mohty, tite mimtrcl, lAat makes meiTy mittdt. 
Flilozohthtoja.'' \/SxaiiU. 



SCENE TV, 
Enta- LlBEUALITY. 

Lib. The more a man with virtuous dealing dotli 

himself Inure, 
The lesa with worldly busine&e he ia molested 

sure; 
Which maketh proof that, as turmoils still toss the 

worldly mind : 
So minds exempt &om worldly toil desired quiet 

find. 
And chieSy, where the life is led in rirtuouB 



There is no toil, but ease and contcntation to the 



* See Htlliwct) in r. ; bnl the explaDRtion thera given 
hardlj Buiti liie present coDtcit, There the word a|>peUB to 
be naed in the aense of a ttrm, a ptriad. 

'Apparently p»rt of the Mjog; " - ■ . 
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But what account, how sUght reganl, ie had of 

virtue here. 
By actions on this worldly stage most plainly doth 

appear. 
Men see without moat just desert of virtue nought 

To Fortune therefore fly they still, that giveth all 

by lot; 
And finding Fortune's gifts so pleasant, sweet, and 

savoury. 
They build thereon, as if they should endure per- 
petually. 
But this is sure, and that most sure, that Fortune 

ia unsure. 
Herself most Irail, her gifts as fraU, subject to 

every shower : 
And in the end, who buildetli most upon her surety, 
Shall find himself cast headlong down to depth of 

miaeiy. 
Then having felt the crafty sleights of Fortune's 

fickle train. 
Is forc'd to seek by virtue's aid to be relieved 

again. 
This is the end ; run how he list, this man of force 

must do. 
Unless bis life be clean cut off, this man must 

come unto : 
In time, therefore, man might do well to care for 

his estate, 
Lest, letted by extremity, repentance come too 



SCENE V. 

Enter to LIBERALITY Captain Weix-donr 

Cap. W. Sir, I beseech you, speak a good word 
for me to the prince. 
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That by her letters I ma.j be commended to Bome 



Or else to get mo somewhat, whereon to live with- 
out shame ; 
For beg I cannot, and steal I may not, the truth is 

so; 
But need doth make, the proverb say'th, th'old 

wife to trot for woe. 
Yet whom stark need doth piuch, at length the 

devil drives to go i 
Therefore, 1 beseech you, pjty his extremity, 
That would not make this suit without newsstty. 
Lib. Who be you, my friend ) 
Cap, W. By birth a gentleman, by profession a 
soldier, 
Who, though I say it, in all our sovereign's war, 
With hazard of my blood and life have gone as 

far, 
As haply some others, whose fortunes have been 

better; 
But I in service yet could never be a getter, 
Ne can I impute it but to mine own destiny : 
For well I kjiow the prince is full of Uberality. 
Lia What ia your name, sir 1 
Cap. W. My name is Well-done. 
Lib. Are yon Captain Well-done I 
Cap. W. Though unworthy, sir, I bear that 

Lib. Give me your hand, Captain Well-done, 

for your fame 
In feats of arms Rud service of your country 
I have heard oft ; you have deserved greatly ; 
Therefore think this that, as you merit mutji. 
So the consideration thereof shall be such. 
As duly doth pertain to your duscrt, 
Trust me, the prince herself, unmoved of my pai-t, 
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Your dutiful service hath specially regarded, 
And expreasly commands that it be well rewarded 
Wherefore you Bhall not need to seek servieo 

abroad: 
I exhort you at home still to make your abode : 
That if in this realm occaaions of wars be offered, 
You and others your like may be employed. 

Cap, W. My duty binds me to obey. 

Lib. Then for this time you shall not need to 
stay. 
Aa for your cause, I will remember it. 
And see it holpeo too, as shall be tit. 

t^Jxit Well-done. 
ave care of this 
man's neueasity, 
I should both swerve from virtue and from 



Snter to LlliF.RALITY a CO0RTIER, 

COUR. Sir, I humbly Iwseech you help to prefer 

my suit. 
Lib. What is it 1 
CouR. There is an office fall'n, which I would 

gladly execute. 
Lib, Who be you 1 
CoUB. A servant here in court. 
Lib. Do you servo the prince t 
CoUB. No, and please you. 
Lia Whom then I 

CouR. A nobleman near about her majesty. 
Lia In what degree ] 
CoUR. Forsooth, sir, as his secretary. 
LrB. How long have you served I 
CoUR. A yuar or twain. 
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Lib. And would you so soon be preferred 1 
In BOoth, my friend, 1 would be glad, as I may, 
To do you any good t but this I say ; 
Who seeks by virtue preferment to attain. 
In virtuous proceeding must take more pain. 
Than can be well taken in a year or twain. 
For time gives experience of every man's deeds, 
And each man by merit accordingly speeds. 
Go forward, my friend, in virtue wit)i diligence. 
And time, for your service, shall yield you recom- 

pence. 
Tour lord and master is very honourable, 
And him in your suits you shall find favourable : 
And as for my part, as erst I did say, 
I never will hinder, where further I may. 
Let this for this time be your answer. 

Couit. Sir, with my boldness, I beseech you to 
bear. 

Lib, God be with you. [Exit CotntTiEn. 

Some men deserve, and yet do want their due ; 
Some men, again, on small deserts do sue, 
It therefore standeth princes' officers in hand. 
The state of every man rightly to understand, 
That so by balance of equality 
Each man may have his hire ' accordingly. 
Well, since dame Virtue unto mo doth charge uf 

ninny things refer, 
I must go do that best beseems a faithful otticur. 
[A'xt(. 

ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

Enter MoNEY. 

MoN. Libert!/, lUierty/ now I cry liberty/ 
Catch me again, when yon can. Prodigality I 
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Never was there poor soul so cruelly bandied. 
I was at the first, like a. cockney' dandled, 
Strok'd on the heail, kias'd and well cherished, 
And 80 thought surely I should liave continued : 
But now, how my ijaiw U altered suddenly! 
You would not bt3Ueve, unless you saw it ap- 
parently. 
I'faith, since ye saw me, I have been turmoiled 
From post to pillar : see how I am spoilud. 
The viJliuna among them provided the roast ; 
But Money was forced to jiay for the cost 
Both of their feasting and of their chamber cheer. 
Yea, in every place they have fleeu'd me so near : 
He a fleece, and she a fleece, that nothing could I 

keep, 
But glad to run away like a new-shorn sheep. 
And though I have been pinched very near, 
I am glad to see you in good health, every one 

here; 
And now I have escaped the traitorous treachery 
Of Euch a thriftless, roisting company. 
To my mother in hast« agam I will get me. 
And keep at home safely : from thence let them 
fet me. [HxU. 



SCENE II. 
Enter Vanity and Money. 

Van. What, Master Money, how goeth the world 

with you I 
MoN, Look but upon me, thou may'st quickly 

judge how. 
Van. Why, where the vengeance, where the 

devil hast thou been ) 
Among brambles or briars I or spirits, sure, I ween. 
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MoN. Both weeu it and wot it i I have pass'd a 

wilderness 
Of most mischievous and miserable distress ; 
Sharp brambles, sharp briars, and terrible 

acratchers. 
Bears, wolves, apee, lions, most ravening snatchers, 
Thorns, thistles, and nettles, most horrible stingers, 
Ravens, gripes and griphons. O vengeable 

wringers, 
Yea through my whole passage such damnable 

As I cannot but judge them most damnable sprites. 
Van. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
MoN. Laugh ye, my friend i It is no laughing 

toy. 
Van. But who did guide you in this labyrinth 

MoN. \Vho, sir 1 your minion, sir ; Prodigality, 
The captain elected of all roisting knavery ; 
He will be hang'd, I warrant him, shortly. 

Van. Ha, ha, ba, ha I 

MoN. Yet go to, laugh on ! 

Van. Are you not a cuok — cuck-cold 1 

MoN. I may be indeed ; my clothes be but thin, 
And therefore I will even go get me in, 
That Fortune, my mother, may clothe me anew. 

[ExiL 

Van. Do so, you hod need eo, I may say to you. 
Now, sure, it is a world of worlds to see, 
How alt the world inclines to Vanity ; 
Men seek at first — that is but Vanity, 
And lose at last — that was but Vanity, 
And yet continue still to follow Vanity, 
As though it were a thing of certainty. 
And I, that bear the name of Vanity, 
And see the world's exceeding Vanity, 
In following so the tracks of V anity, 
Do triumph atUl amid my empery, 
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And laugh at their simplicity. 

That will be so misled by Vanity. 

But who is tliia T 0, 1 know him, a scholar of our 

train, 
*Tia Hob-a-Cluuchj that comcB for money again. 



£Hter lo Vanity, Tenacity, Foihiine, mui 
Money. 

Tkn. God speed. Master Fanity. 

Van. Wocum,' Master Tenacity. 

Ten. Sut, cham come once again vor money. 

Van. So me thinks. 

Ten. Shall be aped now at length, trow ye) 

Van. I caunot tell ye, 'tis hard to say ; 
Peradventure yea, |>enulvcnture nay. 

Ten. How so, man! 

Van. I fear me you will spend him too fast 
away. 

Ten. Ho, ho, ho, ho ! dost thou vear that, frieud 
Fanity ) 
Shalt not need, man, chill keep him safe, che war- 
rant thee. 
O, that chad him in my clutches, shouldst see, 1 

Whether chud keep him vast and safe, or na 
I pray thee, good sweet Master Fanity, 
Speak one good word for poor Tenacity. 
Van. And dost thou indeed so well love money 1 
Tkn. Do my wife's bees at home, thlnk'st thou, 
love honey I 
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Van. What wouldst thou do with iti 

Ten. [Uesitatir^.] Chud, cbud, chad, chud 

Van. CUuJ, clivd/ what cliudt 
Ten. Chud— do no hann at all. 
Van. No, nor much good, 1 think, to gne&t nor 

But well, put case, I procure thee to speed, 
You will remember your promise that I shall be 
fee'd. 
Ten. God's vast, man, yea, uhill do it, cliill do 

it. 
Van. Stand there a while, and wait. 
[To FOKTUNK.] Bright goddess, behold here again 

Tenacity, 
That humbly makes his suit to have money. 
MoN, For Moaeyl ho, there ! Money finds him- 
self well : 
Money now hath no liking from Fortune to dwell 
Van. In vanum laboravsrunl, come. 
Ten. Now, good soot', honey, vair golden mus- 
treas. 
Let poor Tenacity taate of thy goodness ; 
Thee cho honour, thee che serve, thee che rever- 
ence, 
And in thy help che put my whole confidence. 
For. Money, you must go to him, there is no 

remedy. 
MoN. Yea, and be ua'd as before with Prodi- 
gality ! 
Ten. Let Prodigality go to the gallowe-tree ! 
Why, man, he and I are clean contrarj-. 
I clull coll thee, chill cuss thee. 
MoN. So did he. 
Ten. Cliill save thee, chill spare thee, chill keep 

thee &am wasting. 
MoN. So did not he. 
Go to tlicn, seeing that my mother'a will is such. 
To put it in adventure I may not griitch. 
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Ten. my sweeting, my darliDg, my chevrel, 
niy joy, 
My pleasure, my treasm^, mine own pretty boy. 
MoN. How now I what mean you by this, 

TeDaoity. 
Ten, 0, forbid me not to kiss my sweet Money. 
Vorewell, Vortune ; and, Vgrtune, che thank thee 

alway. 
Come on, surrab, chill make you vast, bum vay. 
MoN. What, with ropes I what needs that 1 
Ten. Vor veai- of robbing by the highway. 
La, mi, fa, >ol,/a,- sol, mi, fa, re, nii. 

[Exit TlSNACITV, and goeth to the inn /or Am om. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter Prodigaiitt, Dick Dicer, Vantit, and 
[to them ajteiieards] ToM ToSS. 

Prod. monstrous, vile, filthy luck ! see, in the 
twinkling of an eye. 
Scarce knowing which way, I have quite lost my 
Money. 
Dick. Out of all doubt, Prodigality, he is not 

gone yonder way. 
Pbod. Then seuk some other course, make here 
no stay. 
He must be found out, there la no remedy. 
Thou knoVet in what pickle we stand without 



Dick, why, sure, Prodigality, it ci 



1 be no other 



But he is returned to Fortune his mother. 

Prod. Thinkest thou so ) 
Thou, Fortune, hearest thout by fair means, I 

advise thee, 
Kestore my Money to me again : deal plainly and 

wisely; 
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Or by this aharp-t^ilged sword, shalt see me play a 

proud part. 
For I will have him again, in spite of thy heart. 
Van. Whom have we there, that keepeth such a. 

coil. 
Prod. Even he that will not put np euch a foil. 
Van. Wliat'a tlie matter t 
Prod. Vanity, to that dame thy miEtreaa com- 
mend me. 
Tell her— toll her, it doth not a little offend me. 
To have my money in such great despite, 
Taken so from me without any right 
What though it were once her own proper gift ) 
Yet given, 'tis mine own, there is no other shift. 
Therefore charge her, in the name of Prodigality, 
That he bo restor'd to me incontinently, 

Lest she repent it 

Van. These he sore and cruel threat'nings, 
marry. 
Is your haste so great, that by no moans yon may 
tarry 1 
Prod. I will not tarry, and therefore make 

haste. 
Van. Soft, air, a little, there is no time pasa'd. 
You may tarry, you must tarry, for aught as I 

Nay, then you shall tarry, whether you will or no. 
[Erii. 
Dicer, 'Zwounds, sir, he mocks yon. 
Prod. Gibe not with me, you whoreson rascal 
slave ! 
For money I come, and money will I hav& 
Sirrah Vanity, Vanity I What, Vanity ! 
Speak and be hang'd. Vanity ! What, wiU't not be 1 
Dicer. What a prodigious knave, what a slave 
is this? [Atide. 

Prod. Fortune, fine Fortune, you minion, if ye 
be wUe, 
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Bethink je betimes, take better advice : 
Restore unto me my money quietly, 
Else look for wars : Vanity, Fortune, Vanity ! 
Dicer. Sir, you see it booteth not. 
Prod. It is but my ill-luck. 
Now the devil and his dam give them both suck ! 
What may we do 1 what coiiosel giv'st thon, Dick 1 
DiCBR. Marry, air, be rnl'd by mc ; I'll show yon 
a trick. 
How you may have him quickly. 
Prod, As how 1 
Dicer. Scale the walls : in at the window ; by 

force fet him. 
Prod. None better, in faith ; fetch a ladder, and 
I will set him. 
Fortune, thou injurious dame, thou shalt not by 

this villany 
Have causa to triumph over Prodigality, 
Wiiy si>eak'st thou not 1 why speak'st thou not, I 

say? 
Thy silence doth but breed thine own huit and 
decay. 
Dicer. Here is a ladder. 
Prod. Set it to, 

[ffereVnomGALITVtealcCh; FoRtVtiZ clajM a 
halter about hit neck ; kebreaketh Ihe halter, 
andfalU. 
Prod. 'Swonnds! help, Dick : help quickly, or 

I amchok'dl 
Dicer. God^mercy, good halter, or else you 

had been yok'd ! 
Prod. thou vile, ill-favoured, crow-trodden, 
pye-peckcd root I 
Thou abominable, blind foul-filth,' is this thy 
wont: 
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First, ntalicioualy to spoil men of their good, 
And then by subtle sleights thus to seek their 

blood 1 
I abhor thee — I defy thee, wheresoever I go ; 
I do proclaim myself thy mortal foe. 

[E,>ler Tom Toss.y 

Tom Toss. News, Prodigality, Dews ! 

Dicer. Good, and God will 1 

Prod. What news, Tom 1 

Toss. I have met with Money. 

Prod. Where 1 

Toss. Many, sir, he is going into a. strange 

country 
With an old chuff, called Tenacity. 
Prod. Tenacity 1 is that tinker's budget so full 

of audacity t 
Toss. 'Tie true. 

Prod. May wo not overtake him t 
Toss. Yes, easily with good horses. 
Prod. Let's go then, for God's sake ; we'll catch 

him in a trap. 
Dicer and Toss. Go ; we will go with you, 

whatever shall hap. [Ej:euni. 

SCENE V. 
Enter Vanity.' 

Van. rotten rope, that thou must be bo 

brittle ! 



' (old tDpy ftdds, and Pm-tuiie ,■ but Fortune diMa not 
enter now : olic U in LurcaMle, Kiid {■rcsciitl}' calli tt> Vaoitj 
from ft window.] 
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Hadst tlinu but happened to have held a little, 
I had taught my {iriiicocks against another time 
So to presume Dame Fortune's bower to climb. 
To make such a 'scape, his hap was yery good : 
Well, he 'scaped fair, I swear by the rood : 
But will you have me say my fantasy, 
Quoti differlvT, non au/eriur; for assuredly 
The gentleman will never hold himself quiet, 
Till once more he come to taste of thia dieL 
Mark the end. 

For. Vanity I [From a mndote. 

Van. Madam. 

For, Is this roister gone 1 

Van. Yea, madam, he is gon& 

For. Then get thee anon. 
And cause my attendants to come awny. 
For here as now 1 wUl no longer stay. 
But prosecute this foe of mine so fast 
By mischiefs all I may, that at the last 
He shall arrive unto a wretched end. 
And with repentance learn how to offend 
A goddess of my state and dignity. 

VAN. Lady, to do your will I hasten willingly. 
[Vanity exic 

Fortune comes doinn. 

For. Dame Fortune's power, her most exceed- 
ing might, 
Is known by tliis as an undoubted tiling t 
Since here most plainly hath appear'd in sight, 
How all the world doth hang upon her wing, 
How high and low, of all states and degrees, 
Do rise and fall again, as she decrees. 
Then let not Virtue think it scom to yield 
To Fortune, chief of power, chief sovereignty : 
Sith Fortune hero by proof hath won the field, 
Snbdn'd her foes, and got the victory : 
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For as she list to favour, else to frown, 
She hoisteth up, or headlong hurleth down. 

[ETUer Vanity aijain.]' 

Van. Madam, here are your vassals ready prest, 

To do the thing that Fortune liketh beat 

For. Well, then, come on to witness this our 

victory ; 

Depart we hence with sound of fame trinrnphantly. 

[Crift of Reeermce, due reverence / 



ACT v., SCENE 1. 
Enter PRODIGALITY, Money, Tors, Dicer. 
Prod. [Io Money.] Come on, my bulchin ;' 
come on, ray fat ox :* 
Come, porkling, come on ; come, pretty twattox.* 
Why, will it not be t yet faster, a cur'sy I' 
This gentleman of late is wajien so pursy, 
As at every land's-eiid lie seeketh to rest him. 
How think ye ) hath not Tenacity trimly dress'd 
himi 
MoN. Prodigality, if thou lovest me, let us here 
Stay: 
For sure I can do no more than I may. 
I am out of breath, as weary as a dog, 

{Ue/alU down, upon ku elbom. 

' [Althougb il a|>pi;iLra from what immcdiaLdy follows 
Ibat Vsnity hiil lUMmbled Fortunes vassals, we wb not 
necMMtily W oonoluda tliat Ihe lattor enter here. They 
voiiM rather wail outside.] 

' [Bull-ea!f.] 

' [Orig. reads, /a< ^ior, ] 

* [This seams merely & vnrd coined tor the sake of the 
rhjme.l 
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Toss. A luskisli lubber, as fat as a hog ! 

Prod. Come up, genlle Money; we may not 
here stay. 

MoN. 1 most needs, Prodigality, there is iio nay; 
For if I should stir me one inch from the ground, 
I think I shall die, sure, or fall in a sound.' 

Prod. Tlien must you be drawn. 

MON. Drawn or hang'd, all is one ; 
For I cannot stir me ; my breath is clean gone. 

Prod. How like ye this grossum mrpia, so 
mightily grown 1 

Toss. I like him the better, that he ia your own. 

Dicer. A more monstrous beast, u )>east more 
unwieldy, 
Since first 1 was bom, yet' never beheld I. 

Prod. Indeed, the whoreson is waxen some- 
what too fat ; 
But we will find medicines to remedy that. 

Toss. Sir, let me but have him a little in euro, 
To put my poor practice of physic in lire, 
And I dare warrant ye, with a purgation or twain, 
I'll quickly rid him out of all this pain. 

Pkod. I think a glister were better. 

DiCEK, Nay, rather a suppository. 

Toss. Nay, then, what say you to letting of Idoodl 

Dicer. I think that some of these should do him 

Ask the physician. 

MoN. Prodigality 1 

Prod. Ho ! 

MoN. I am sick. 

Prod. Where, man 1 

MoN. Faith, here, in my Ijelly. 
It swells, I assure ye, out of all measure. 

Prod. Take heed it grow not to a timpany. 

MoN. And if it do, what is the danger then t 
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• [Old copj, atl.] 
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PnOD. A consumption. 

MoN. A consumiition 1 marry, God forbid, man. 
Toss. What think you now of Tenacity ) 
Waa he yoiir friend or your foe 'i 
MoN. Ah, that wretch Tenacity hath brought 
me to all this woe. 
'Twaa he, indeed, that Bought to destroy me, 
In that he would never use or employ ' me : 
But, Prodigality, sweet Prodigality, 
Help to provide some present remedy : 
Let me not be thus miserably spilt ; 
Ease me of this, and iise me as tliou wilt. 
Yet had I rather live in state bare and thin. 
Than in this monstrous pliglit that now I am iji : 
So fatty, BO foggy, so out of all measure, 
That in myself I take no kind of pleasure. 
Prod, Why, rise up then quickly, and let us 

he gone. 
MoN. Friends, you must help me, I cannot rise 

alone. 
Dicer. Come on, my sweet Money, we must 
have a mean 
To turn this foggy fat to a finer lean. 
MoN. The sooner the better. 
Toss. Nay, Money, doubt not, but by sweat or 
by vomit 
I warrant thee, boy, shortly thou shalt be rid 
from it. 
Prod. Kid, quotha t if shaving, or boxing, or 
scouring. 
Or 'nointing, or scraping, or purging, or blood- 
letting. 
Or rubbing, or paring, or chafing, or fretting, 
Or ought else will rid it, he shall want no rid- 
ding. [A tide. 
Come on. Money, let's be jogging ! [SxeiuU. 

' [Old copy, to emtoy] 
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Prodigality, Diubr, &c, to whom mter Cos- 
STABI.K, making hue and cry, and HoST.' 

Con. Thieves, neighbours, thieves ! uome forth, 

beset the country. 
Prod. }Iark ! list a while, what might this 

clamour be I 
DiCKR. 'Zwomida, we are undone. Prodigality ; 
The constables come after with hue and cry. 
Toss. Cerberus, what shall we do 1 
Prod. Stand back, lie close, mid let them pass 
by. [r/wy rttire. 

Cos. Tliieves, thieves! Ovile, Odetestabledeod! 
Thieves, neighbours! come forth, away, abroad 

with speed. 
Where dwell these constables t 

Host. Why ? what's the matter, friend, I pray t 
Con. Why, thieves, man, I tell thee, come away. 
Host. Thieves, i'faithi Wife! my scull, my jack, 

my brown bill. 
Con. Come away quickly. 
Host. Dick, Tom, Will, ye whoresons, make ye 
all ready, and haste ; 
But let me hear, how stands the case t 

[i^'ollotPt CoNSTABLt* 

' [In the old copy this direction is given (verj impar- 
fecttj) thua : The coiutabUt make hue and ay, ] 
* [In the old copy this puuge U thus exhibited ' — 



'■Best. When dwell tt 

How. Vfhj, thieiB. 
rhlav«.l'niUh. vire, n 



Where the confusion i 
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C!oN, Marry, sir, here-by. Not far from this place, 
A plaiu simple man, riding on his nss, 
Meaning home Uf his country in God'B peace to 

By certain roisters, most furious anil mad, 
la spoiled and rolilied of all that he had. 
And yet not contented, when tliey had hia money, 
But the villains have also murdered him moat 
cruelly. 
Host. Good God, for his mercy ! 
Con. It was my iiap to come then prefient(ly] 
by liim. 
And found him dead, with twenty wounds upon 
him. 
Host. But what became of them J 
Con. They fled this way. 
Host. Then, neighbour, let us here no longer 
stay. 
But hence and lay the country roundabout : 
They shall be quickly found, I have no doubt. 

[Exeanl. 

SCENE III. 
Jiater VlUTUK and EQUmr, with ollter attendanlt. 

VlR. My lords, you see how far this worldly 

state perverted ia ; 
From good declin'd, inclined still to follow things 

amiss : 
You see but very few that make of Virtue any 

price: 
You see all aorts with hungry wiUs run headlong 



(eoinii lolcnbl; eTident. The coDBta'blo made hno txiA isty, 
in order lo raiee the country, nnd muks a levy of laoh per- 
aaiia sb Here Itouiid it assuL,] 



374 



INTENTION BETWKES 



Eq. We see it oft, we sorrow mut-h, ami heartily 
lament, 
That of himself man should Hot have a hetter 
governmont. 
Vek. The very beasts that be devoid of reason, 
diill and dumb, 
By nature leani to shun those things whereof 

their hurt may come. 
If man were then hut as a heast, only by nature 

taught, 
He would also by nature learn to shuu what things 

are nought 
But man with reason is endued : he reason hath 

for stay ; 
Which reason should restrain hia will from going 
much astray. 
Kg. Mailam, 'tis true : 
Where reason rules, there is the golden mean. 
Veil But most men stoop to stubborn will, 
Which conquereth reason clean. 

Eq. And will again to fancy yields. 
Which twain be special guides. 
That train a man to tread ill paths, 
Where ease and pltiasure bides. 
Veb. No ease, no ])leasure, can be good, that is 

not got with pains. 
Eq, That is the cause from Virtue's love 
Man's fancy still refrains. 

Ver. And pains, I tliink, they feel likewise, 
That unto vice do tend. 

Eq. They feel, no doubt : hut yet such pains 
Come not before the end. 
ViR. I grieve for man, that man should be of ill 

attempts so ' fain. 
Eij. Grieve not for tiiat : evil tasted once, turns 

liim to good again. 
ViR. Tlien will I take a cheerful mind. 
Unpleasant thoughts expel. 



' (Old copy, le 




1 



UBER^VLITY AND PRODIGALITY. 376 

And cares for man commit to them, 
Tliat in the heavens do dwell. 
Eq. Do so, dear madam, I beseech you most 

heartily. 
And recreate yourself, before you go hence, with 

some sweet melody. 



The Song, 

If pleasure be t/ie only thinffy 
That man doth S'ek so much: 
Chief pleasures resty where virtue rules : 
No pleasure\s\ can hf such. 

Thmigh Virtues ways he very strait. 
Her rocks be hard to climb : 
Yet such as do aspire t/ieretOy 
Enjoy all jnys in tunt\ 

Plain is the jxissage unto vice. 

The (jaj/s li*' toide to ill : 

7\j them that wade through lewdness* lake 

The ice is broken still. 

This thtrrfore is the dilftrencCy 

llie passage first seems hard 

To Virtues train ; hut then most sweet 

At length is th-ir reward. 

To those again, that follow vice, 
Tht' way is fair and plain; 
JJut fading pleasures in the end 
Arc bought with lasting ^ pain. 

If jt/easure he the only thiufj, <{'r. 



[Old copy, fatting.] 
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£nte7- Virtue, Equity, Liberality, Money, and 
the Sheriff. 

ViR, Now, my lords, I sue no va.mii but that 
depart we may. 

Eq. Madam, to that shall like yoa 1fest we will- 
ingly obey. 

Lib. Yet,' lady, stay awhile, anil hear of strange 
aiiventures. 

VlR. Of what adventures tell you ? let us know. 

Lib. Master Sheriff, of that is hapjwned do you 
make show. 

Sher. Then, may it please you, the effect is 

There is a iiertain roister, named Prodigality, 
That long about tliiB town hath ruffieil in great 

jollity ! 
A man long suspected of very lewd behaviour, 
Yet standing ever bo high in Fortune's favour. 
As never til! now he could be bewrayed 
Of any offence, that to liim might be laid : 
Now wanting (belike) his wonted bravery. 
He thought to supply it by murther and robbery. 

Eq. By murther and robbery 1 

Sher. Yea, sure. 

ViR. How) 

Sher. This gallant, I tell you, with other lewd 
franions, 
Such as himself, unthrifty companions, 
In most cruel sort, by the highway-aide. 
Assaulted a countryman as he homewards did 
ride: 
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Robbed him, and spoiled him of all that they 

And lastly bereav'd him of his life outright, 

ViR. horrible fact 1 

Sher. The couutry hereupon rais'd hue and cry 
straightway : 
He is appreheuded, his fellows fled away. 
I supplying, though unworthy, for this year 
The place of an officer, and sheriff of the shire, 
To my prince's use, have seized on his money. 
And bring you the same, according to my duty : 
Praying the party may have the law with speed. 
That others may be terrified from so foul a deed. 

VllL So horrible a fact can hardly plead for 
favour : 
Therefore go you. Equity, examine more diligently 
The manner of this outrageous robltery : 
And as the same by examination shall appear. 
Due justice may be done in presence here. 

Eq. It shall be done, madam. 

Sher. Then, madam, I pray you, appoint some 
officer to take the money, 
That I may return again with Equity. 

VlR. Let it bo delivered to my steward 
Liberality. [Exeunt. 

Lib. What, Money 1 how come you to be so fat 
and foggy 1 

MoN. Surely, sir, by the old chuff, that miser 
Tenacity. 

Lib. How so 1 

MoN, He would never let me abroad to go. 
But lock'd me up in coffers, or in bags bound me 

fast. 
That, like a boar in a sty, he fed me at last, 
Thns Tenacity did spoil me for want of exercise ; 
But Prodigality, clean contrariwise, 
Did toss me and fleece me, so bare and so thin. 
That he left nothing on me but very bone and skin. 
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Lib. Well, Money, will you bide with him tluit 
can devise 
To rid you and keep you from these extremities t 

MON. Who is tbat t 

Lib. Even myself, Liberality. 

MoN. Sir, I like you well, and therefore wiUmgly 
1 am contented with you to remain, 
So as yon protect me from the other twain. 

Lib, I warrant theo. 
First, from thy bands I'll set thee free, 
And after tliy sickness cured ahnll be. 

MoN. Thanks and obedience I yield and vow to 
Liberality. [Exii Money. 

Eukr Captain Well-done [ami other Suitors,] 

Cap. W. My lord, according to your appoint- 
ment and will, 
I come to attend your pleasure. 

Lib. Have you brought your bill 1 ^ 
Cap. W. Yea, my lonl. 
Lib, Give it me, 
111 be your mean unto the prince, that it may 

despatched be ; 
The while take here these hundred crowns, to 
relieve yo. 
Cap. W. God save the queen, and God save 

Liberality ! 
2d Suitor, Sir, I have long served the prince 
at great expense. 
And long have 1 been promised a recompense : 
I beseech you consider of me. 
Lia "What, do you serve without fee I 
2d Suitor. Yea, truly, «r. 
Lib. Hold, pray for the queen. 

[Givfi him ffionpy.] 
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2d Suitor. It shall be my prayer day and night 
tmly : 
God save the queen, aud God save Liberality ! 
3d Suitor. Now, good my lord, voudiKife of 
your cliarity 
To cast here aside your faithful eye 
Upon a poor soldier, naked aud needy, 
That in the queen's wars was maimed, as you see. 
Lib. 'Where have you ser\'eii 1 
3d Suitor. Id France, iu Flanders ; but in Ire- 
land most. 
Lib. Under whom 1 
3d Suitor. Under Captain Well done. 
Cap. W. He was my soldier indeed, sir, until 

he lost his leg. 
Lib. Hold, pray for the queen. 

[Givfs him Tnoafy.'j 
3d Suitor. God save the queen, and God save 
Liberality ! 



EnUr Tipstaves, Liberality, Sheriff, Clerks, 
Crier, Prodigality, [to w/ium] the Jlikje. 

Tip. Room, my masters, give place, stand by ; 
Sir Eqnity hath sent me to let you understand, 
That liither he will resort out of hand, 
To sit upon the arraignment of Prodigality. 

Lib. In good time. 

Tip. Behold, he comes. 

Lib, Now, Equity, how falls the matter out 1 

Eq. That Prodigality is guilty of the fact, no 
doubt 
And therefore for furtherance, of justice effectually, 
My lor*l the judge comes to nit upon him presently : 
Wherein wo crave your assistance. 



L 
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Lia I'll wait Upon you. 
Tip, Room, my masters, i 
stand by. 



for my lord : 



The Judge placed, and l/ie Clerks under Aim, 

Judge. Call for the prisoner. 

Clerk. Make au oyes. Crier. 

Crieb. Oyes, oyes, oyee ! 

Clerk. Sheriff of Middlesex. 

Crier. Sheriff of Middlesex. 

Clerk. Briag forth the prisoner. 

Crier. Bring forth the prisoner. 

Clere. Prodigality. 

CitlEK. Prodigality. 

Clerk. Paiu of the peril ahall fall thereon. 

Crier. Pain of the peril shall fall thereon. 

Shek. Here, sir. 

Clerk. Prodigality, hold up thy liand. 

[fff hold* it up. 
Thou art indicted here by the name of Prodigality, 
For that thou, the fourth day of February, 
In the three and forty year of the prosperous reign 
Of Eliaaheth, our dread sovereign, 
By the grace of God, of England, France, and 

Ireland queen, 
Defender of the faith, &c.. 

Together with the other malefactors yet unknown, 
At Highgate,' in the county of Middlesex, afore- 

Didst feloniously take from one Tenacity, 

Of the parish of Pancridge,^ yeoman, in the said 

county. 
One thousand pounds of gold and silver sterling. 



' ITben, proliably, 
haunt of footpikda,] 



M it certain!; wu later oi 
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And also, how thyself, the said Prodigality, 
With a aword, price twenty shUiiiigB, then and 

there cruelly 
Didst give the said Tenacity upon the head 
One mortal wound, whereof he ia now dead. 
Contrary to the queen's peace, her crown, and 
dignity. 
JUDoa How 6ay'st thou, Prodigality, to this 
robbery. 
Felony, and murthert art thou guilty 
Or not guilty 1 

Pkod. My lord, I beseech you 

Grant me counsel to plead my cause. 

Judge. That may not be.; it standeth not with 

Prod. Then, good my lord, let me some respite 
take. 

Judge. Neither may that be ; thus doth the in- 
dictment lie, 
Thou art accus'd of murther and of robbery. 
To which thou must now answer presently. 
Whether thou be thereof guilty or not guilty. 

Prod. Well, since there is no other remedy. 
And that my fact falls out so apparently, 
I will confess that indeed I am guilty. 
Moat humbly appealing to the prince's mercy. 

Judge. Then what canst thou say for thyself. 
Prodigality, 
That according to the law thou shouldst not die 1 

Prod. Nothing, my lord ; but still appeal to the 
prince's mercy. 

Judge. Then hearken to thy judgment : thou. 
Prodigality, by that name hast been 
Indicted and arraigned here of a robbery, 
Murther, and felony, against the laws committed 
By thee : the indictment whereof being read unto 

Hero, thou coufessest thyself to Iw guilty therein : 
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Whereupon I jurlge thee to be had from hence 
To the place thou cam'at fro, and from thence to 
The place of execution, there to 1m hanged, 
Til! thou be dea'l. God have mercy on thee I 

Prod. My lord, I moet humbly beseech you to 
hear me. 

Jl'DOE. Say on. 

Prod. I confess I have run a wanton wicked 

Which now hath brought mc to this woful wr<?tched 

case : 
I am heartily sorry, and with tears do lament 
My former lewd and vile misgorernment. 
I find the brittle stay of trustless Fortune's 

9tat«. 
My heart now thirateth after Virtue all too late : 
Yet, good my lord, of pity condescend 
To be a mean for him that meaneth to amend. 
The prince is merciful, of whose great mercy 
Foil many have largely tasted already ; 
Which makes me appeal thereto more boldly. 
Judge. Prodigality, I not mislike your wailful 

disposition ; 
And therefore for you to the prince there shall be 

maile petition. 
That though your punishment be not fully remitted. 
Yet in some part it may be qualified. 
Frod. God save your life ! 



ViRTyE, Equity, Liberality, Judge, ami all 
doiea bt/ore the QuEEN, awl, afti 
made, VlRTTJR tpeaH-flh 

THE EPILOGUE. 



Afori miffhtji/ queen, yondfr J aat in plac 
Pretentiny ihow of eliiefesl diijuUy ; 



i 
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Htre prostrate^ In, hefore your princely grace 
I show 7nysflfj such as I oiujht to he, 
Your humble vassal, subject to your will, 
With fear arid love your grace to reverence still. 



KIMS. 
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EDITION. 

Orim the Collier of Croyden; or. The Demi and his 
Dame: vnth the Devil and Saint Dunston, Bt/J. T 
London . Printed in the year [ 1 662} 1 2*'. 



INTRODUCTION. 



Thx initial Ictteri J. T. arc (ilaccJ before this pUy a« 
Lhoee belonging to the author af it. What hia nama 
was, or what his condition, are alike Dnkaown. It was 
printed in 12°, 1662, with two otiien, " Thomy Aliby ■ 
or, The London Maid," and " The Mnrriage BroVer," in 
a volume entitled " Oratiie Theatijlea ; or, A ClioicB 
Teruaiy of English Playi." Chetwood «ijs it wu 
printed in 1599,and Whincop, in the year 1606.* lean- 
not but Ruapect tlte fidelitj of both these writers in thin 
particular.' 

' [No edilioQ except that of 1662 bu jct eomc to ligbL] 
* Nobody who reads this plaf cxa doubt that It is Dmch 
older than 1062, the data borna by the earliest knova edi- 
tion of it. It hss every indication of anliquitj', and th« 
title not the least of tliese. " Orim, the Collier of Croydon," 
is a person vbo playi a prominent character in the humor- 
ous portion of lidwards'a " Damon and Pitbiu," irbich was 
printed in lA?!, and acted several jears earlier. The Orim 
of tba present play ia obTiooely the same person as the Qrim 
of "Damon and Pithias," and in both he is uid to be 
" Collier for the king's own Majesty's month." Chetwood 
may therefore be right vhen he states ibal it itas printed 
in 1599 ; but perhaps that vaa not the iint edition, and the 
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play vu pTobablj' sctol before " Dunon lud Pithlu" Ii>4 J 
pone quite out of memory. Id the office-book of t 
Miuier of ibc KctcIb, under date of 1576, we End a dramaUa <1 
entertainment entered, called " The Historie of the Colyer," T 
acted b]' the Earl of Leicester's men ; but it was doBbtleai fl 
Uljiisn Fulirell'a " Like will lo Like, quod the Deril to tta* I 
Colier," printed ia 1563. The structure, pbruBeology, venl- f 
Geation, and language of " Grim, the Collier of Croydan," 
src sufficient to ahoir tbal it wan written before ItiOO : 
another inatance to prove hov much the arrun^emeut of ttw 
plays mado by Hr Reed was calculated lo mislead. Soma 
slight separate proafa of the age of tbis piece are poinliSd 
out in the new not«a ; but the general evidence ie much 
more conrineing. The ventificatian ia interlarded with 
rhymea like nearly all onr earlier plays, and the blank rerae 
is such as was written before Marlowe's Iroproremcnia had 
generally been adopted. When the play waa reprinted Id 
1B62, some parts of it were perhaps a little modernised. 
The introduction of Mulbecco and ("iirideli into It, from 
Spenser's "Faerie Quaeoe," may be Home guide ns to the 
period when the comedy waa first produced. — VoUia: 
(The play lias now, fur Ihe tinst lime, licen placed io its true 
chronological rank.] 




PKOLOGUE. 

You're welcome ; but our plot I dare not tell ye, 
For fear I fright a lailj- with great belly : 
Or should a seold be 'iiioug yoit, I dare my 
She'd make more work tlmii the devil in the play. 
Heard you iiot iievev how aji actor's wife, 
Whom bo (fond fool) lov'd dearly as his life, 
Cominj; iii's way did chance to get a jape,* 
As he was 'tired ia bis denl's sbape ; 
And tiow equivocal a geiieration 
Was then begot, and brought forth tbereujion ? 
Let it uot fright you ; this I dare to say, 
Here is uo lecherous devil in oui* play- 
He will uot nuuple Peg, nor Joan, nor Nan, 
But has enough at home to do with Alai-ian, 
Wbom he bo little pleases, she in scorn 
Does teach his devilsldp to niud the bom ; 
But if your cliildreu cry when Robin comes, 
You may to still tbem buy here pears or plums. 
Then sit you quiet all who are come in, 
St Dunstan will soon enter and begin. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



St Duxstan, Alhot of Glastonbury. 

MoBOAN, Earl of Ltmdon. 

Lacy, Earl ^f Kent. 

HoNOKEA, Morgans daughter. 

Marian, her Waiting-maid. 

Nan, Marian* 8 maid. 

MusoBAVE, a young Oentleman. 

Captain Clinton. 

Miles Forrest, a Oentleinan. 

Ralph Harvey, an ApoOw.cary. 

Orim, the Collier of Croydon. 

Parson Sbortbose. 

Clack, a Miller, 

Joan, a Country Maid. 

Pluto, 

Minos, 

JSacub, 

Bhadamanthus, 

Belphegor, 

Akercock, or Robin OoodfeUoWf 

Malbecoo's Ohottf Officers, Attendants, Jtc. 



' Devils. 



The Stage is England. 



-1 
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ACT I., SCENE 1. 

A place being provided for t/u deviC» eontUlorff, enter 
St DunsTAN, icilA Am /mad*, boot, and crotier- 

St. Dun. Envy, that always waits on virtue's 
train, 
And tears the graves of quiet sleeping souls. 
Hath brouglit me after many hundred years 
To show myself again upon the earth. 
Know then (who list) that I am English bom. 
My name is Dunstan ; whilst I liv'd with men. 
Chief primage of the holy English church. 



' The BtoiT of ttiiB pluj is (akoa in put from MicbiRTcl'l 
" Belphegor. — /"(ff^. 

The excellent tranitation oE thii butnoroui old «tor; b; 
Mr T. Uotcao (" lUlian NoreliaU," ii. S73) will enable 
Ihe render lo cx>tnpare the pUf with it. He will find thiit 
in miiiy paru the original lui L>een abandoned, and the 
CBlutropbe, if not entirely diflerent, ii brought u)>out h; 
difTereiii meana. The " Biographia Dramaliea " iiifonu* as 
that Dekker'B " If it be not Qood the Devil is la >l " U also 
chiefly taken from the surne novel ; but Ihia is an error 
ariaing out of a Lint by I.an|jbainB. Dekker'a piay Ib lb« 
famous hiBtory of Friar Butb in mutj of it« iuddentB. 
— Collier. 
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Saxony ; ' 

i Heoretaii, my mother's 



I was begotten in \ 
My father's name 

Cinifred. 
Endowed with my merit's legacy, 
I flourieh'd in the reign of seven great kings : 
The 6rtt was Athetstane, whose uiece Elfleda 
Malivious tongues reported'I defiled : 
Next kim cjime Edmond, then Edred, and Edwy, 
And after him reign'd Edgar, a great prince. 
But full of many crimes, which I restrain'd : 
Edward his son, and lastly Ethelred. 
With all these kings was I in high esteem, 
And kept botli them and all the laud in awe ; 
And, hail I liv'd, the Danes ha*\ never boasted 
Their tlien 1)eginning conquest of this land. 
Yet some accuse me for a conjuror. 
By reason of those many miracles 
Which heaven for holy life emlowed me with ; 
But whoso looks into the "GuMen Legend"' 
(That sacred register of holy saints) 
Shall tind me by the po])e canonised. 
And happily the cause of this report 
Might rise by reason of a vision 
\Vhich I beheld in great King Edgar's days. 
Being that time Abbot of Glastonbury, 
Which (for it was a matter of some worth) 
I did make known to few until this day : 
Bnt now I purpoae that the world shall see 
How much those slanderers have wronged me; 
\ Nor will I trouble you with courts and kings ; 
lOr drive a feigned battle out of breath ; 
Or keep a coil my^lf upon the stage ; 



' [Ho wuB ftni's ut or near OlMtoiibury in 025. See 
Wright'! " Biof, Brit, Lit.," Aiiglo-SaKon period, p. (43, <i 
ttg.] 

' " I.e^tida Aur«a, or tlie Qoldcn Legenil," iranBlatcd 
out of Ihc Freiivli, ind printed hj Cuxton in falio, USS. 
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Bat think you see ine in my secret cell, 
Arm'd with my portass,' bidding of my beads. 
But on a sudden I'm o'ercome with sleep '. 
If aught ensue, watuh you, for Dunatau ' dreams. 
[/In Uiyttk him dovm, to sleep; Iv/jhtnint/ and 

thuiidtr ; the eurtaiiis dratea on a tudJen; 

Pluto, Minos, .iEacus, Khadahanthus, 

set in conntel; fm/ore t/ttn Malbecco'S 

ghost If luirdeil vntkfaAra. 
Plu. You ever-dreaded judges of black hell, 
Grim Minos, Max,na. and Hhailainanth, 
Lords of Cocytua, Styx, and Phlejjutlion, 
Priuces of darkness, Pluto's ministers. 
Know that the greatness of his present cause 
Hath made ourselves in person sit as judge, 
To hear th' arraignment of Malbecco's gliost. 
Stand forth, thim ghastly ]>att«ni of despair, 
And to this powerful synod tell thy tale, 
That we may hear if thou canst justly say 
Thou wert not author of thy own decay. 

Mal.^ Infernal Jove, great prince of Tartary, 
With humble reverence poor Malbeoco speaks, 
Still trembling with tlie fatal memory 
Of his so late uoncluded tragedy. 
I was (with thanks to your great bounty) bred 
A wealthy lord, whilst that I liv'd on earth ; 



■ In Ihe old copj il ia printed Tortait, but it means par- 
tail, porlain, or jwrfoce. the breviarjoE llie Roman Citbolia 
Church. Thus, id GresdB'a "Friar Bacon and Friar 
Bungay "— 

Spenser uses the vrord, '' Flenc Queene." h. L e. iy. — 



\e also note to " New Custom" [ili. 2i'\. —CoUier. 

* [Did copy and former ediU., DaniloH't.] 

■ See the atory of Malbecco in Spenser's " Faerie Qaeeno," 
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And 80 might have continu'd to this day. 
Had not that plague of msnkind f&U'ii on me ; 

iFor I (poor man) join'd woe unto my name 
By choosing out a woman lor my wife. 
A wife ! a curse ordained for tlie world. 
Fair Helena ! fair she was indeed, 
But foully stain'd with inward wickedness. 
I kept her bravely, and I lov'd her dear ; 
But that dear love did cost my life and alL 
To reckon np a thousand of her pranks, 
Her pride, her wasteful spenduig, her onkind- 

ness. 
Her false dissembling, seeming sanctity, 
Her scolding, pouting, prating, med<lling. 
And twenty hundred more of the same stamp, 
Were but to heap ' an endless catalogue 
Of what the world is plagu'd with every day. 
But for the main of that 1 have to tell, 
It chanced thus — Late in a rainy night, 
A crew of gallants came unto my liouse, 
And (will I, nill I) would forsooth be lodg'd. 
I brought them iu, and made them all good 

cheer 
(Such as I had ia store), and lodg'd them soft 
Amongst them one, ycleped ' Paridell 
(The falsest thief that ever trod on ground), 
Eobli'd me, and with him stole away my wife. 
I (for I lov'd her dear) pursu'd the thief, 
And after many days in travel spent, 
Found her amongst a crew of satyrs wild, 
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Kissing and coUing ' all the livelong night 
I spake her fair, anil pray'd her to return ; 
But she In acorn commanils me to 1>e gone. 
And glad 1 was to fli', to save my life. 
But when 1 backward came unto my houee, 
1 find it Bpoil'd, and all my treasure gone. 
Deap'rate and mad, I ran I knew not whither, 
Calling and crying out on heaven and fat«, 
Till, seeing none to pity my distress, 
I threw myself down headlong on a rock. 
And BO concluded all my ills at onae. 
Now, judge yon, justice benchers, if my wife 
Were not the instrument to end my life. 

Plu. Can it be possible {you lords of hell) 
Malbeeco'a tale of women should be true ? 
Is marriage now become so great a curse, 
That whilom was the comfort of the world 1 

MiN. Women, it seems, have lost their nativt 
shame. 
As no man better may complain than I ; 
Though not of any whom 1 made my wife. 
But of my daughter, who procured my fall. 

JE/iC. 'Tia strange what plaints are brought 
us every day 



■ Colling ii embracing round the neok. Dart hmchia 
ctrviri, M B»ret expUini it in his " Alveario," tooo eoUt. 
The •rord ia frequeoll]' lo be found in ancient writcn. 
So in EraamuB' " PraiM of Follie," 1616, aig. S 2: 
" For eli, what la it in youngo babca that we dooe kytao 
go, we doe rollt to ; we do cherjahc so, that a rerj' cnemie ia 
moved to epitre and succour this age." In " Vf\]j Begailed," 
1606 : " I'll clsap thee, and clip thee ; fotl Ihee, uid kiaa 
tliee. till 1 i>e Iwtter than nought, and worse Iban notbiDK." 
In " The Wili-b," l-i Middleton— 

" Wbsn hundrHl Iruiia la tire we r«ul and i\Dg. 
DkuDCK. kjat, and toll, use eTirrtlOiw. 
And in Breton's " Woorkos of ■ Young Wit," 1577, p. 87— 

" Then for Osd'a sake, let rounji rolkn coll iu»1 lilMe, 
When uldeil lollcH wUi Ihlnks It not unlile " 



Ol^ CROVUON. 

Of mcD made niiserablt! byiiiarriage ; 
I So that, aiDongat a thousand, scarcply ten 
' Have not some grievous artions 'gniost their 
wives. 
Kha. My lord, if Rhadamanth might counsel 

Your grace shonld send some one into the world, 
That might make proof if it be true or no. 

Plu. And wisely hast thou counsell'd, Rhada- 
manth, 
Call in Belphegor to me preaently ; 

[Oiir of t/ie furieg yoa /nr BelpHEOOR. 
He is the fittest that I know in hell 
To imdertake a task 'if such import ; 
I For he Is pntient, mild, and pitiful — 
HumoTirB but ill agreeing with our kingdom. 



£tiiei- Belph&jor. 

And here he comes. Belphegor, so it is. 
We in our awful synod have decreed 
(Upon occasion to ourselves ]>est known) 
That thou from hence shall go into the world. 
And take upon tliee the shape of a man. 
In which estate thou shalt be married. 
Choose thee a wife that best may please thyself, 
And live with her a twelveuioiilh and a day. 
Thou shalt be subject unto human chance. 
So far as common wit cannot relieve thee ; 
Thou shalt of us receive ten thousand pounds, 
Sufficient stock tn use for thy increase : 
But whatsoever hapjiens in that time. 
Look not from us for succour or relief. 
This shalt thou do, and when the time's expired. 
Bring word to us what thou hast seen and done. 

Bel. With all my heart, my lord, I am content, 
So I may have iny servant Akercovk 
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To Wait on ' me, as if he were my man, 
That he toaj witness likewise what is done. 
Flo. We are contented, he shall go 



thee 



with 



MiN. But what meantime decrees your ma- 
jesty 
Of poor Matbecco I 

Pm. He shall rest with us, 

Until Belphegor do return again ; 
And as he finds, so will we give his doom. 
Come, let us go and set our spyal - forth, 
^Vho for a time must make experiment, 
If hell be not on earth as well as here. [Ejeeunt. 
[/( tliutu/ert and lighten* ; the '/evili (/o forth ; 
DUNSTAN, rieing, rtttineth iibout t/ie ttagt, 
laying aboat him leilh kit ttaff. 
St Dun. Satan, avaunt ! thou art man's enemy : 
Thou slmlt not live amongst us so unseen, 
So to l*tray us to the prince of darkness. 
Satan, avaunt ! I do conjiire thee hence. — 
What, ilream'st thou, Dunstanl yea, I dream'd 

indeed. 
Must then the devil come into tlie world I 
Such is, belike, the infernal king's decree ; 
Well, he it so ; for Dunstan is content i 

Mark well the process of the devil's disguise, \ 
Who happily may learn you to be wise. ) 



.\iul in ABcham'B " Reporl uml Dibl-ouisc of Ibc Sula of 
liermanj," p. 31: "He ««nt into Fmuce secretly, tad 
wiia there with SbJrllj u k comnioii taunee kni^t^ and 
nnmed hfuuclfc Capuine PkuI, leal the Emperoun tjiaU 
xliould get out hj'i dojngeH." 
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Women, beware, wild make your bargHine well, 
The devil, to choose a wife, is come from hell. 

[Exit. 



Enter Morgan, Earl of London, Lact, Earl of Kent, 
with Milks Forrest. 

MoR. My Lord of Kent, your honour knows ray 
niiml. 
That ever has, and still does honour you. 
Accounting it ray daughter's happiness 
(Amidst her other infelicitieta), 
That you vouchsafe to love her as yon do. 
How gladly I would grant your lordship's suit 
The heaveas can witness, which with ruthless ears 
Have often heard my yet uDpitied plaints ; 
And could I find some means for her recovery. 
None but yourself should have her to your wife. 

Lacy. My Lord of London, now long time it is, 
Since Lacy first was suitor to your daughter, 
The fairest Honored in whose eyes 
Honour itself iu love's sweet bosom lies. 
What shall we say, or seem to strive with heaven, 
Who speechless sent her first into the world t 
In vain it is for us to think to loose 
That which by nature's self we see is bound. 
Her beauty, with her other virtues jnin'd. 
Are gifts sufficient, though she want a tongue ; 
And some will count it virtue in a woman 
Still to be bound to nnotfending silence ; 
Though I could wish with half of all my lands, 
That she could speak : but since it may not be, 
'Twere vain to imprison beauty with her speech. 

For. Have you not heard, my lords, the won- 
drous fame 
Of holy Dunstan, Abbot of Glastonbury t 




What miracles he hatli achiov'd of late ; 
Anil how the rood of Dovercourt • did speak, 
Confinmiig his opiniou to be true : 
And how the holy consistory fell, 
With all the monkB that were assembled there, 
Saving one beam, whereon this Dunstan sat ; 
And other more such miracles as these. 
They say he is of sitcli relieio] 
That angels often use to tdk with him, 
And tell to him the secrets of the heavens. 
No question, if your honours would but try. 
He could procure my lady for to speak. 

MoR. Believe me. Forrest, thou hast well advis'd, 
For I have heard of late much talk of liira. 

Lacy. Is not that Dunstan he who check'd the 
king 
About his privy deahng with the e 
And made him to do penance for the fault 1 

MoR. The same is he ; for whom I straight 
will send. 
Miles Forrest shall iu post to Glastonbury, 



And gently pray the abhot for my sake 

To come to London. Sure. I hope the heavens 

Have ordain'd Dunstan to do Morgan good. 



' In the eaunt; oE Euex. Die matlier- church of Hanricb. 
"Id tbs rame yesre of our liorJ 1532 there wu an Moll 
DBincd Tilt Boadi 0/ Doutreoiirt, whereunto wu much knil 
great resort of people. For at that time there was a great 

~ r blown sitroail amongst the igoorant sort, Ihnt the 

Eooer of Tie Idnll 0/ Dovercaurl was no great that no man 
ad power la ibiit (he church doore irhere he Btond, and 
therefore thej let the church dore, both night and ds.v, con- 
tinaally itand open, for the more credit unto the blindc 
rumour."— Foi"b "Manyre," ii. S02. Thia >« llic account 
given bj Foi of thia celebrated imaj^ : who addn that 
four man, determining to destroy it. Iravelled ton mile* 
from Dedham, where lUey resided, took awty the Itood and 
burnt it, for which act throe of thom aflcrwar<la sulfered 
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Lacy. Let us despatch him thither preaeutly ; 
For I myself will stay for his retiuD, 
And see some end or other, ere 1 go. 

MOR. Come, then, Lord Lacy : Forrest, come 
away, [kxeuni. 




KtUer BelfUEGOR, attii-ed likt a phynnim; Akeu- 
COCK, hia j)ian, in a tainny eoat. 

Bel. Now is Belphegor, an iiicaniHle devil, 
Come to the earth to seek him out a dame ; 
Hell be my speed ! and so, I hope, it will. 
In lovely London are we here arrived ; 
Where, an I hear, the earl hath a fair daughter 
So full of virtue and soft modesty, 
That yet she never gave a man foul word. 

AxEK. Marry, indeed, they say she cannot speak. 

Bel. For this cause have I taken this disguise. 
And will profeas me a physician. 
Come up on purpose for to cure the lady : 
Marry, no may ^ shall bind me but herself. 
And she I do intend shall be my wife. 

Aker. But, master, tell me one thing by the 
way: 
Do you not mean thai I shall marry too 1 

Bel. No, Akercock, thou shalt be stOl uuwed ; 
For if they be as bad as is reported, 
Oue wife will be enough to tire us l>oth. 

Aker. 0, then you mean that I shall now and 
then 
Have, as it were, a course at base * with her. 

' Old copy, inijr. — Ptffgt. 

' [A pUy oD the double mesning of the word, ma old 
gftme and the act of kUninfc-] 
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Bel. Not so, not so, that's one of marriage' 
plagues 
Which I must seek to ahun amongst the rest. 
And live In sweet yoiitentiuent with my wife. 
That when I back again return to hell, 
All womeu may be bound to reverence me 
For saving of their credits, aa I wilL 
But who comes here 1 



Enter Captain Clinion. 

Clin. This needs must tickle Musgrave to the 
quick, 
And stretch his heart-strings farther by an inch, 
That Lacy must be married to hia love : 
And by that match my market is near marr'd 
For Mariana, whom I most aSect ; 
But I must cast about by some device 
To help myself, and to prevent the earL 

Bel. This fellow fitly comes to meet with me, 
Who seems tu be acquainted with the earl. [Aiide. 
Good fortune guide you, sir 1 

Clin. As much to you. 

Bel. Might I entreat a favonr at your hands 1 

Clin. ^Vhat's that 1 

Bel. I am a stranger here in England, sir, 
Brought from my native home upon report. 
That the earl's daughter wants the use of speech ; 
I have been practised in such cures ere now. 
And willingly wonld try my skill on her. 
Let me request you so to favour me, 
As to direct me to her father's house. 

Clin. With all my heart, and welcome shall 
you be 
To that good earl, who mourns his daughter's want ; 
But they have for a holy abbot sent, 
Who can, men say, do many miracles. 
In hope that he will work this wondrous cure. 

VOL. VIII. 2 c 
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Bel. Whate'er he be, I know 'tis past hia skill ; 
Nor any in the world, besides myaeU', 
Did ever soitnd the deptli of that device. 

Enter MCSGRAVE. 

Clin. Miiegrave, well met i I needs miiBt spenk 
witli you. 

Mua. I came to seek yon. 

CUN. Tarry you a while. 

[To Bel.] Shall I entreat you, sir, to walk before 
With this same gentleman 1 I'll overtake you. 

[Ej:fuiU Belphegor anrf AKERCOCK. 
This is the news : the Earl of Kent is uome. 
And in all haste the marriage must be made. 
Your lady weeps, and knows not what to do ; 
But hopes that you will work some means or other 
To stop the cross-proceedings of tlie earl 

Mus. Alas, poor Clinton ! what can Musgrave 
dot 
Unless I should by stealth convey her thence, 
On which a thousand dnn^ra do depend. 

Clin. Well, to he brief, because I cannot stay, 
Thug stands the case ; if you tt-ill promise me 
To work your cousin Marian to be mine, 
ril so devise that you shall purchase ' her ; 
And therefore, tell me if you like the match t 

Mus. With all my heart, sir ; yea, and thank 
you, too. 

Cli.v. Then say no more, but leave the rest to 
me, 
For I have plotted how it shall be done, 
I must go follow yon fair gentleman. 
On whom I build my hopes. Musgrave, adieu. 

Mus. Clinton, farewell; I'll wish thee good 
Guccees. [Sxetml. 

< [ObUlQ.] 
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MoR. Thou holy man, to whom the higher 
powers 
Have given the gift; of cures beiyoDd coBceit, 
Welcome thou art unto Eail Morgan's house : 
The house of sorrow yet, unlesa by thee 
Our joys may spring anew ; wliich if they do, 
Beward and praise shall both attend on thee. 

Lacy. And we will ever reverence thy uume, 
Making the chronicles to speak thy praise ; 
So Honorea may but have her speech. 
Dun. My lords, you know the hallow'd gift of 
tongues 
Cornea from the selfsame power that gives us 

breath : 
Ho binds and looseth them at his dispose ; 
And in his name will Dunstan undertake 
To work this cure upon fair Honorea. 
Hang there, my harp, my solitary muse. 
Companion of my contemplation. 

[He hangt hit harp on llie wall. 
And, ladv, kneel with me upon the earth, 
That both our prayers may ascnnd to heaven. 

[r/icy knefl dovm. Then enters CLINTON, with 
Belpheoor, terming hinudf Castiliano, 

and AEERCOCE, a» KOBIN GOODFELLOW. 

Clin. So shall you do the lady a good turn, 
And bind both him and me to you for ever. 

[AHde.] 
Bel. I have determin'd what I mean to do, 

[A»ide.-\ 

Clin. Here be the earls, and with them is the 

&iar. [jimk.] 
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Bel. WTiat, is be praying 1 [Attde.] 

Clin. So methiske lie is ; 
But I'll disturb him. [AtiJe.] By your leave, 

my lords, 
Here is a stranger from beyond the seaa 
Will undertake to cure your lordsbip'a daughter. 

MoR. The holy abbot is about the cure. 

Bel. Yea, but, iny lord, he'll never finish It. 

MoR, How canBt thou tell ) What countiymRn 
art thou 1 

Bel. I am by birth, my lord, a Spaniard bom. 
And by descent came of a noble house ; 
Though, for the love I bare ' to secret arts, 
I never car'd to seek for vain estate. 
Yet by my skill I have increaa'd my wealth. 
My name Castiliano, and my birth 
No baser than the best blood of Castile. 
Hearing your daughter's strange infirmity, 
Join'd with such matchless beauty and rare virtue, 
I cross'd the seas ou purpose for her good. 

Dun. Fond man, presuming on thy weaker 
skill. 
That think'st by art to overrule the heavens ! 
Thou know'at not what it ia thou undertak'stj 
No, no, my lord, jour dsugbter must be cur'd 
By fasting, prayer, and rebgious works ; 
Myself for her will sing a solemn mass. 
And give her three sips of the holy chalice ; 
And turn my beads with avea and with creeds : 
And thus, my lord, your daughter must be help'd. 

Cas. 'Zounds, what a prating keeps the bald- 
pate friar I 
My lord, my lord, here's church-work for an age I 
Tush ! I will cure her in a minute's space. 
That she shall Bjwak as plain as you or I, 

[DUN!!TAN'.S hfirp sounds on the wall. 



' [Old copy, anJ former cdila., htar.] 
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For. Hark, hark, my lord ! the holy abbot's harp 
Sounds by itself bo haugiug on the wall ! 

Dun. Unhallowed man, that ecorn'st the sacred 
rede,' 
Hark how the testimony of my truth 
Sounds heavenly music with an angel's hand. 
To testify Dunstan'a integrity, 
And prove tl^y active boast of no effect. 

Cas. Tush, sir, that muaic was to welcome me t 
The harp hatji got another master now ; 
I warrant you, 'twill never tune you mora 

Dun. Who should be master of my harp but 1 1 

Cas. Try, then, what service it will do for you. 
[He tritt to play, but cannot. 

Dun. Thou art some sorcerer or necromancer. 
Who by thy spells dost hold these holy strings. 

Cas. Cannot your holiness unbind the bonds 1 
Then, I perceive, my skill is moat of force. 
You see, my lord, the abbot is but weak ; 
I am the man must do your daughter good. 

MoR. What wilt thou ask for to work thy cure I 

CAa That without which I will not do the cure : 
Herself to be my wife, for which intent 
1 came from Spain. Then, if she shall be mine. 
Say so, or keep her else for ever dumb. 

MoR. The Earl of Kent, mine honourable friend, 
Hath to my daughter been a suitor long. 
And much it would displease both her and him 
To be prevented of their wished love. 
Ask what thou wilt beside, and I wilt grant it. 

Cas. Alas, my lord ! what should the crazy earl 
Do with BO young a virgin as your daughter i 
I dare stand to her choice 'twixt him and me. 

Lacy. And I will pawn mine earldom with my 
love, 
And lose them both, if I lose Honorea. 

' See Dole to "Gammer GurUin'a Needle" (li. 202]. 
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Cas. a match, my lords ! We'll stand unto the 

choice. 
MoR. I am contented, if the ear! be pleaaod. 
Lacy. I were not worthj of her, did I doubt 
Cas. Then there it goes. Fetch me a bowl of 
wine: 
This is the match, my lord, before I work — 
If die refuse the earl, she must be mine. 
MoR. It is. 

[One bringi hint a eup of wine; he ttmin* Ute 
juice of thr herb into it 
Cas. Now shall your lordships see a Spaniard's 
skill, 
Who from the plains of new America^ 
Can find out sacrod simples of esteem 
To bind and unbind nature's (rtrongest powers. 
This herb, which mortal men have seldom found, 
Can I with ease procure me, when I list. 
And by tliis juice shall Honorea speak. 
Here, lady, drink the freedom of thy heart, 
And may it teach thee long to call me love ! 

[She drifih. 
Now, lovely Honorea, thon art free, 
Let thy celestial voice make choice of me. 
1 Hon, Base ali&n ! raercenaiy fugitive ! 
Presumptuous Spaniard ! that with shameless 

Dar'st ask an English lady for thy wife, 
I I Bconi my slave ehould honour thee bo much : 
' Anil, for myself, I like myself the worse, 

That thou dar'st Lope the gaining of my love. 

Go, get thee gone, the shame of my esteem. 

And seek some drudge that may be like thyself ! 

But as for you, good Earl of Kent, 

' In 1662, when this play wm either Erat printed or 
repriatcd, it would bnve been abeurd to talk of AvKritit u 
iKic i>r newly iMncovotvi.—CaUuT. 
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Methioks your lordslup, beiug of these years, 

Should be pnst dreaming of a seuond wife. 

Fie, fie, my lord 1 'tis lust in doting age : 

1 will not patronise so foul a sin. 

An old man dote on youth I 'tis monstrous. 

Go home, go home, and rest your weary head ! 

Twere pity such a brow should iearn to bud. 

And lastly unto you, my lord and father, 

Your love to me is too much overseen. 

That in your care an<l counsel shoidd devise 

To tie yoiir daughter's choice to two such grooms. 

You may elect for me, but I'll dispose, 

And fit myself far better than both those ; 

And so I will conclude ; you[rl, as you please. 

[EjcU Honobea in a e/ia/e. 

Aker. Call you this making of a woman speak 1 
I thiuk they all wish she were dumb i^ain. 

Cas. How now, my lord I what, are you in a 
muse? 

Lacy. I would to God her tongue were tied 
again. 

Cas. Ay, marry, sir, but that's another thing. 
The devil taiinot tie a woman's tongue : ' ( 

I would the friar could do that with his beads. 
But 'tis no matter : you, my lord, have promis'd, 
If she refuse the earl, she should lie mine. 

MoR. Win her, and wear her, man, with all my 
lie-art! 

Cas. O, I'll haunt her till I make her stoop. 
Come, come, my lord, this was to try her voice ; 
Let's in and court her ; oue of us shall speed. 

Aker. Happy mau'^ be his dole that misseth 
her, say I. 

Dun. My weaker senses cannot apprehend 



■[This puu^ rcmindg la of No. OU ia "A 0. Herj 
TiiliB," Hailid'B "Jest BookB," i. 87.] 
' .See nolo to "Damon aud ritbiaa" [i». 21]. 



40» 



IJKIM THE COLLIEK OF CROVDOS. 



* 



The means this strsnger as^d to tDake her speak : 
There is some secret mystery therein, 
CoDceal'ii from Dunstan, which the heavens rcTeal, 
Tlint I may scourge this bold, IiUsphemin^ man, 
Vliio holils religious works of little worth ! 

[Extunt; manen( ClistoV onrf FORasST, 
For. Now, Captain Clinton, what thiuk you of 

mel 
Clin. Methinks as yet the jest holds pretty 

The one hath taught her to deny himself : 
The other woo'd so long, he cannot speed. 

Fob. This news will please young Musgr&ve. 

Clin. Marry will it, 
And I will hasten to acquaint him with them : 
Come, let's away. [Exeani. 

Enter PAiiaoN SiioRTnosE and Grim tkt Collier. 

Griu. No, Master Parson, grief hath made my 
, heart and mo a pair of balance, as heavy as lead. 
Every night 1 dream I am a towu toji, ami that 1 
am wbiijpfil up and down with the scourge-stick of 
lovo and the metal of affection ; and when I wake,' 
I tind myself stark naked, and as cold as a stone. 
Now judge how I am tumbled and fbssed ; poor 
Grim the collier hath wished himself burnt up 
amongst his coals. 

8ho. Grim I be wise, dream not of love, 
Thy sorrows cannot fancy move t 
If Jug love thee, love her again ; 
If not, thy kindness then refrain. 

Gbiu. I am not skilled in your rhyming. Master 
Parson ; but that which is bred in the Jjesh will 
never come out of the bone. I have seen as much 
as another man ; my travel should teach me. 

' Olr! copy, Kwt. — PrflSt. 
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There's never a day in the week but I carry coals 
from Croydon to London ; and now, when I rise 
in the morning to harness my horses, and load my 
cart, methinJis I have a tailor sewing stitches in 
my heart : when I am driving my cart, my heart 
that wanders one way, my eyes they leer another, 
my feet tliey lead me, I know not whither, hut now 
and then into a slough over head and ears ; so that 
poor Gnm, that before was over shoes in love, is 
now over head and ears in dirt and mire. 

Sho. Well, Grim, my counsel shall suffice 
To help thee ; but in any wise 
Be rul'd by me, and thou shall see. 
As thou lov'st her, she shall love thee. 

Grim. A lard ! ' but do you think that will be 
so ? I should laugh till 1 tickle to see that day. 
and forswear sleep all the next night after. O 
Master Parson, I am so haltered in affection, that 
I may tell you in secret, [since] here's nobody else 
hears me, I take no care how 1 fill my sacks. 
Every time I come to London, my coals are found 
faulty ; I have been five times pilloried, my coals 
given to the poor, and my sacks burnt l>efore my 
faca It were a shame to speak this, but truth 
will come to light. Joan ! thou hast thrown 
the coal-dust of thy love into my eyes, and stricken 
me quite blind. 

Sho. Now, afore God, the collier chooseth well ; 
For beauty Jug doth bear away the bell, 
And I love her : then, collier, thou must miss. 
For Parson Shorthose vows, Jug shall ho his. 

But hear'st thou. Grim, I have that in my head, 
To plot that how thou shatt the maiden wed. 

Gkim. But are you sure you have that in yonr 
head I 0, for a Iiammer to knock that out I one 



' I'--- 
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blow at your pate vonld \aj all open to me, and 
make me as wise as you. 

Suo. Think'st thou I do so often look 
For nothiDg on my learned book, 
As that I cannot work the feat ? 
I warrant I'll the miller cheat, 
And make Jug thine, in spite of him. 
Will ttus content thee, neiglibour Grim I 

Grim. Content me ! ay, and so higlily, that if 
you do this feat for me, you hire me to you as one 
hiretfa an ox or an ass : to use, to ride, to spur, or 
anything ; yours to demand, miserable Grim ! 
Joan's uandmaid ! for so 1 have called myself 
ever since last May-day, when she gave me her 
band to kiss. 

Sho. Well, let's away ; and in all Iiaate 
About it, ere the day be pass'd ; 
And ever after, if thou hast her. 
Acknowledge me to be thy master. 

Grim. I wool, sir: come, lot's away, the beat 
drink in Croydon's yours ; I have it for you, even 
a dozen of jugs, to Jug's health. [Sxeunt both. 



Enter Eakl Morgan, Earl Lacy, Marian. 

MoR. My Lord of Kent, the latter motion 
Doth bind mo to you in a higher degree 
Thau atl those many favours gone before : 
And now the issue of my help relies 
Only on Mariana's gentleness, 
Who, if she will, in such a common good. 
Put to her helping-hand, tiie match is made. 

LaCT, You need not make a doubt of Marian, 
Whose love unto her lady were enough. 
Besides her cousin's and her own consent, 
To move her to a greater tiling than tliis. 

Mar, My lords, if aught tliere be in Marian, 
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That may or pleasure you or profit her, 
Ye shall not need to doubt of my consent 

MoR. Gnunercy, Marian ; and indeed the thing 
la in itself a matter of no moment, 
If it be weigh'd aright, and therefore this : 
Thou know'at the bargain 'twixt me and the doctor. 
Concerning marriage with my only daughter, 
Whom I determined that my Lord of Kent 
•Should have espoused ; but I see her mind 
Is only set upon thy cousin Musgrave, 
And in her marriage to use constraint 
Were bootlesa ; therefore tlius we have devised. 
Lord Lacy is content to lose hia part, 
And to resign his title to young Muagrave; 
But now the doctor will not yield his right. 
Thus we determine to beguile his hopes ; 
Thou shalt this night be brought unto his bed 
Instead of her, and he shall marry thee : 
Musgrave shall have my daughter, she her will ; 
And HO shall all things sort ' to our content. 

Lacy. And this thou shalt bo sure of, Marian, 
The doctor's wealth will keep thee royally : 
Besides, thou shalt be ever near thy friends, 
That will not see thee wrong'd by any man. 
Say then, wilt thou resolve to marry him 1 

Mar. My lords, you know I am but young ; 
The doctor's fit for one of riper years : 
Yet, in regard of Uonorea's good. 
My cousin's profit, and all your contents, 
I yield myself to be the doctor's wife. 

Moit, 'Tia kindly spoken, gentle Marian. 

So in Ben Jonsan's " New 



"Maid of Honour," 
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Enter CastiuANO. 

But here the doctor comes. 

Lacy. Then I'll away. 
Lest he susi>ect aught by my being here. [Exit, 
MoR. Do, and let me alone to close with him. 
Gas. May he ne'er speak that makes a woman 
speak I 
She talks now sure for all the time that's pass'd : 
Her tongue is like a scarecrow in a tree, 
latters stiLl with every Pi ~ ' 
so haunted her from pla 
About the hall, &om thence into the parlour, 
Up to the chamber, down into the garden, 
And stiti she rails, and chafes, and scolds, 
As if it were tiie sessions^lay in helL 
Yet will I haunt her with an open month, 
And never leave her till I force her love me. 
MoR. Now, master doctor; what, a match or 

nol 
Cas. a match, quoth you 1 I think the devil 
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Cannot match her ; for, if he could, I should. 

[Aiiile.'] 
MoR, Well, be content : 'tis I must work the 
mean 
To make her yield, whether she will or na 
My Lord of Rent is gone hence in a chafe. 
And now I purpose that she shall be yours, 
Yet to herself unknown ; for she shall think 
That MuBgrave ia the man, but it shall be you : 
Seem you still discontented, and no more. 
Go, A&riana, call thy mistress hither. 
Now, when she comes, disaemble what you know. 
And go away, as if you car'd not for her ; 
So will she the sooner be brought into it 

[ Exit Marian. 
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Cas. My lord, I thank you for your honest 
And, as I may, will study to requite it. 

Snter Honorka and Marian. 

But here your daughter comes, No, no, my 

lord, 
'Tis not her ^ favour I regard, nor her ; 
Yonr promise 'tis I challenge, which I'll have : 

It was my bargain, no man else should have her. 
Not that I love her, but I'll not be wrong'd 
By any one, my lord ; and ao I leave you. 

{Exit Castiluno. 

MoR. He's passing cunning to deceive himself; 
But all the better for the after-sport. 

Hon. Sir, did you send for me ) 

MoR. Honorea. for theo ; 
And this it is. Howe'er unworthily 
I have bestowed my love so long u|K)n thee, 
That wilt so manifestly contradict me, 
Yet, that thou may'st perceive how I esteem thee, 
I make thyself the guardian of thy love. 
That thine own fancy may make choice for thee. 
I have persuaded with my Lonl of Kent 
To leave to love thee ; now the peevish doctor 
Swears that his int'rest he will ne'er resign ; 
Therefora we must by policy deceive him. 
He shall suppose he lieth this night with thee, 
But Mariana shall supply thy room ; 
And tbou with Musgrave in another chamber 
Shall secretly be lodg'd. When this is done, 
'Twill be too late to call that back again : 
So shalt thou have tby mind, and he a wife. 

Hon. But wilt thou, Mariana, yield to this? 

Mah. For your sake, lady, I will undertake it. 

' 014 copy, for.— Pfggr. 
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Hon. Granieroy, Marian, and my noble father ; 
Now I acknowledge that indeed yoii love me. 

MoR. Well, no more words, but be you both 
prepar'd : 
The night ilraweth on, and I have sent in secret 
For Musgrave, that he way be brought unseen, 
To hide suspicion from their jealous eyes. 

Hon. I warrant you. Come, Marian, let us go. 
■ [Sxeunt HoNOREA and MARIAN. 

MoR. And then my Lord of Kent shall be my 

Should I go wed my daughter to a boy 1 

No, no; young girls must have their will reatrain'd; 

For if the rule be theirs, all runs to uought. [Exit. 

EiUer Clack the Miller, with JoAN. 

Clack. Be not Jug, as a man would say, finer 
than fivepeuce, or more proud than n {leacock ; 
that is, to seem to scorn to call in at Clack's mill 
AS you pass over the bridge. There lie as good 
wenches as you be glad to pay me toll. 

Joan. Like enough, Clack ; I had as live ' they 
as I, and a great deal rather too. You, that take 
toll of so many maids, shall never toll me after 
you. O God I what a dangerous thing it is but to 
peep once into love ! I was never so haunted with 
my harvest-work as I am with love's passions. 

Clack. Ay, Lut Joan, bear old proverbs in 
your memory ; soft and fair ; now, sir, if you 
make too much haste to fall foul, ay, anil that upon 
a foul one too, there fades the flower of all Croy- 
don. Tell me but this : is not Clack the miller as 
good a name as Grim the collier) 
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Joan. Alaa ! I know no difference in names 
To make a maid or choose or to refuse. 

Clack, You wsre best to say, no, nor in men 
neither. Well, I'll be sworn I have ; but I have 
no reason to tell you so much, that care so little 
for me [ojiife] : yet hark. [Clack rpeaJceth in her ear. 

EnUr GsiH awl PARSON Shorthose. 

Griu. Master Parson, there he stands like a 
scarecrow, to drive me away from her that sticks 
as close to my heart as my shirt to my back, or 
my hose to my heel. Master Parson Short- 
hose, Grim is but a man as another maa is : col- 
liers have but lives, as other men have. All is 
gone if she go from me : Grim is nobody without 
her. My heart is in my mouth ; my mouth is in 
my hand ; my hand threatens vengeance against 
the miller, as it were a beadle Vith a whip in his 
hand, triumphing o'er a beggar's back I 

Sho. Be silent, Grim ; stand close, and see ; 
So shall we know how all things be. 

Grim. In wisdom I am appeased ; but in anger 
I broil, as it were a rasher upon the coals. 

Joan. I'll not despise the trades ye either 
have; 
Yet Grim the collier may, if he be wise, 
Live even aa merry as the day U long ) 
For, in my judgment, in his mean estate 
Consists as much content as in more wealth. ' 

Grim. O Master Parson, write down this sweet 
saying of her in Grim's commendations. She hath 
made my heart leap like a hobby-horse ! Joan, 
this speech of thine will I carry with me even to 
my grave. 

Suo. Be silent, then. 

Clack. Well, then, I perceive you meiiu to lead 
your life in a coalpit, like one of the devil's 
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drudges, and hare your facfl look like the outward 
Bide of an old iron pot or a blacking-box, 
CrRtu. He calkth my trade into question, I can- 
not forbear him. 
Sho. Nay, then you spoil all : Deighboar 
Grim, 
I warrant you, she will answer him. 

Joan. What I intend, I am not bound to show 
To thee, nor any other but my mother. 
To whom in dnty I submit myself: 
Yet this I tell thee, though my birth be mean. 
My honest virtuous life shall help to mend it ; 
And if I marry any in all this life, 
He shall say boldly he hath an honest wife. 

Grim. O, that it were my fortune to light upon 
her, on condition my horses were dead, and my 
cart broken, and 1 bound to carry coals, as long aa 
I live, from Croydon to London on my bare shoul- 
ders ! Master Parson, the flesh is frail, he shall 
tempt her no longer. She is but weak, and he is 
the stronger. I'll upon him. Miller, thou art my 
neighbour, and therein charity holds my hands ; 
bat methinks you, having a water-gap of yo\ir own, 
you may do as other millers do, grind your grist 
at home, knock your cogs into your own mill ; yon 
shall not cog with her. 

Sho doth descry thee ; 
And I defy thee 
To a mortal fight ; 
And so, milter, goo<l night. 
And now, sweet Joan, 
Be it openly known 
Thou art my own. 
Clack. Well, Grim, since thou art so collier- 
like choleric 

Grim. Miller, I will not be mealy-mouth'd. 
Clack. I'll give thee the fewer words now, 
because the next time we meet, I'll pay thee all 
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ill dry blows. Carry coals' at a collier's hands ! 
if I do, let my mill be drowned up in water, and I 
hanged in the roof, 

Joan. And if thou lov'at me, Grim, forbear him 
now. 

Griu. If I love thee J dost thou doubt of that t 
nay, rip me up, and look into my heart, and thou 
shalt see thy own face pictured there as {>lainly as 
in the proudest looldng-glaaa in all Croydon. If 
1 love thee I then, tears, gusli out, and show my 
love. 

Clack. What, Master Parson, are you there 1 
You remember you promised to vrin Joan for my 
own wearing 1 

Sho. I warrant thee, Clack, but now begone ; 
Leave me to work that here alone. 

Clack. Well, farewell. Master Shorthose ; bv 
true when you are trusted. [Ej:U Clack. 

Sho. She shall bo neither bis nor tliine, 
For I intend to make her mine. 

Grim. If I love thee, Joan ! Those very words 
are a purgation to me. You shall see desperation 
in my face, and death marching in my very coun- 
tenance. If I love ! 

Sho. ^Vhat, Grim, hath grief ilrown'd thee at 
last) 
Are all thy joys overcast ) 
Is Joan iu place, and thou so sad ! 
Her presence, man, should make thee glad. 

Joan. Good Master Parson, 'twas nol'ault of mine ; 



' It ia obaerFed lij Dr Warburton (note on " Homco hdcI 
JulieC," ftct i. Be. 1), th»t to eany euaU wu ■ phrue (or- 
merly in nue to flignif.v (warinff of injuria; mi l>r PcrBJ 
hu giTCD BCTersl inBlanccs in proof of it. To ibow may be 
wided tbe following from Ben J on son 'g " Every Man out 
of hie Hnmoar," act t. kc. 3: "Take beed, Sir Panlsr- 
volo, wiiiii jou do ; He'll bmr no malt, I can tell you, o* my 
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He tabes occasion, where there none was given. ■ 

I will not blab unto the world, my love 

I owe to him, and ahall do whilst I live. [Xiiii!,] 

G-RIH. Well, Joan, without all ifs or nnds, 
e-persese, a-perse^e, or tittle-tattles in the world, 
I da love thee ; and so much that, in thy absence 
I ciy, when I see thee, and rejoice with my very 
heart, when I cannot behold thee, 

Sho. No doubt, no doubt, thou lov'at herwell, 
But listen now to what I tell : 
Since ye are both so well agreed, 
I wish you make more haste and speed. 
To-morrow ia Holy-rood day, 
When all a-nutting take their way; 
Within the wood a close doth stand, 
Encompass'd round on either hand 
With trees and bushes ; there will I 
Despatch your marrii^a presently. 

Grim. Master Parson, your devising pate bath 
blessed me for ever. Joan, we'll have that so : the 
shorter the work the sweeter, 

Joan. And if my mother give but her consent, 
My absence shall in no case hinder it 

Grim. She, quotha 1 she ts mine already ; well 
to her presently. Master Parson, 'tis n match ; 
we'll meet you. Now, miller, do I go beyond 
you? I have stripped him of the wench, as a 
cook would strip an eel out of her skin, or a pud- 
ding out of the case thereof. Now I talk of a 
pudding, 0, 'tis my only food, I am an old dog at 
it. Come, Joan, let us away, I'll pudiling you. 

Sbo. Well, if my fortune luckily ensue, 
As you shall coeeu him, I'll coscn you. [Sxtunt, 

Enter Castiliano at one door mlh Marun, Earl 
Lacv at another door inth HoNOREA. 

Cas. Come, lovely Honorea, bright as day. 
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As came Alcmena from her sacred bed 
With Jupiter, shap'd like Amphitrion, 
So show my love. 

Hon. My love I whom hnve we here! Sweet 
Muggrave I but, alas, I aia betrayed I 

Cas, Thou art my love. 

Lacy. No, mine. 

Hon. Nor yours, nor youra ; 
But MuBgrave's love. Muagrave ! where art thoul 

Lact. Be not dlspleas'd, my dear ; give me thy 
hand. 

Hon. My hand, false earl ! nor hand nor heart 
of mine ! 
Couldst thou thuB cunningly deceive my hopes t 
And could my father give consent thereto t 
Well, neithar he nor thou shall force ray love. 

Cas. 'Tia I, fair Honorea, am thy love : 
Forsake the worthless earl, give me thy hand. 

Mar. Whose hand would you have, sir I this 

And mine is yours ; then keep jou to your own : 
Yet are you mine, sir, and I mean to keep you. 
What I do you think to shake me off so soon ) 
No, gentle husband, now 'tis too-too late ; 
You should have look'd, before you came to bed. 

Enter EOBIN GOODPELLOW ^ with hit matter's gown. 

Rob. Many good-morrows to my gentle master 
And my new mistress ; God ^ive you both joy ! 
What say you to your gown, sir, this cold morning ) 
Gas. Robin, I am undone, and cast away I 
Rob. How, master, cast away upon a wife t 
Car Yea, Robin, cast away upon a wife. 
Rob. Cast her away then, master, can you noti 
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Mak. No, sir, he cannot, nor he shall not do it 

Rob. Why, how know you t I am sure you are 
not she. 

Mar. Yes, sir, T am your mistress, as it falls. 

Rob. As it falls, quoth ye ] marry, a foul fall is it 

Mar. Base rascal, dost thou say that I am foul T 

Rob, No, it was foul play for him to fall upon 
you. 

Mar. How know you that be felll were you 
so nigh ) [She gieclh KoBlN a Iwx on the tar. 

Rob. Mass, it should seem it was he that fell, 
if any, 
For you (methinks) are of a mounting nature : 
^^^lat, at my ears at first 1 a good beginning. 

Lacy. My dear delight, why dost thou stain thy 
cheeks. 
Those rosy beds, with this unseemly dewt 
Shake o£r those tears, that now untimely fall. 
And smile on me, that am thy summer's joy. 

Hon. Hapless am I to lose so sweet a prison. 
Thus to obtain a weary liberty. 
Happy had 1 been so to have remain'd, 
Of wtiich estate I ne'er should have cnmplatn'd. 

Rob. Whoop, whoo I more marriages ! and all 
of a sort. Happy are they, I see, that live with- 
out them: if this be the beginning, what will be 
the ending 1 

E^iUr Earl Morgan and Dunstan. 

MoR, Look, Dunstan, where they be ; displeas'd, 
no doubt. 
Try, if thou canst work reconciliation. 

Oas. My lord, I challenge yon of breach of 
promise. 
And claim your daughter here to be my wife. 
Lacy. Your claim is nought, air ; she is niiuf 
already. 
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Hon. Your claim is nought, sir ; I am none of 

yours. 
Mar. Your claim is here, sir; Marian is yoiu-s. 
Wliat, husband, newly married and inconstant I 
'Greed we so well together all this night. 
And must we now fall out 1 for shame, for shame I 
A man of your years, and 1>e go unstay'd 1 
Come, come away, there may no other be ; 
I will have you, therefore you shall have me. 

KoB, This is the brarest country in the world. 
Where men get wives, whether they will or no : 
I trow ere long some weuuh will challenge me, 

Ca8. 0, is not this a gooilly consequence T 
I must have her, because she will have me ! 
Dun. Ladies and gentlemen, hear Dunatan 
speak. 
Marriage, no doubt, is ordain'd by providence ; 
Is sacred, not to be by vain affect 
Turu'd to the idle humours of men's brains. 
Besides, for you, my lady Honorea, 
Your duty binds you to obey your lather. 
Who better knows what fits you than yourself; 
And 'twere in you great folly to ne^dect 
The earl'a great love, whereof you are unworthy. 
Should you but seem offended with the match. 
Therefore submit yourself to make amends, 
For 'tis your fault ; so may you all Ije friends. 
MoR. And, daughter, you must tliink what I 
have done 
Was for your good, to wed you to the earl, 
Wlio will maintain and love you royally : 
For what had Musgrave but his idle shape 1 
A shadow to the substance you must build on. 

Ron, She will build substanco on him, I trow : 
Who keeps a shrew against her will, liad lietter let 
her go. [^*K/e,] 

Mar. Madam, conceal your grief, and seem wn- 
tent; 
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For, as it is, you must be nil'd i>er force t 
Diaseiuble, till convenient time may serve 
To think on this despite and Musgrave's love. 

[Aiide.'] 
Lact. Tell me, my dear, wilt thou at leiigth be 

pleaa'd t 
Hon. As good be pleas'd, my lord, as not be 

Yet though my former love did move me much, 
Think not amiss, the same love may be youre. 

Cab, What ! is it a match 1 nay theuj since yoii 
agree, 
I cannot mend my^lf, for aught I see ; 
And therefore 'tis as good to be content. 
Ckime, lady, 'tis your lot to be my dame. 
Lordinga, adieu ; God send you all good speed ! 
Some have their wives for pleasure, some for need. 

Lacy. Adieu, Caetiliano; are we friends ? 

Cas. Yes, yes, ray lord, there is no remedy. 

Rob. No remedy, my masters, for a, wife ) 
A note for young beginners : mark it welL 

[Sxeuui, 

Enter FOBREST, CAPTAIN Clinton, Harvey, 

Fob. Now, gallnnts, what imagine you of this I 
Our noses are all slit ; for Mariana, 
The Spanijili doctor hath her to his wife. 
And Musgrave's hopes are dead for Honorea, 
For she is married to the Earl of Kent. 
'Twill be good sport to see them when they rise. 
If Bo they be not gotten up already. 

Clin. I say the ilevil go with them all for me. 
The Spanish doctor marry Marian 1 
I think that slave was bom to cross me stilL 
Had it not been last day before the earl, 
Upon my conscience, I had crack'd his crown, 
Wlien first ho ask'd the lady for his wife ; 
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Now he hath got her too, whom I desir'd. 
Why, he'll sway with her ere long to Spain, 
And keep her there to dlBjioaaesis our hopeft. 

Foa. No, I can comfort you for that suppOBe : ' 
For yesterday he hir'd a dwelUng-hoase, 
And here he means to tarry all tliis year ; 
So long at least, whate'er he doth hereaf^r. 

Clin, a sudden plotfonu^ comes into my mind, 
And this it is. Miles Forrest, tliou and I 
Are partly well acquainted with the doctor. 
Ralph Harvey shall along with us to him ; 
Him we'll prefer for liis apothecary 1 
Now, sir, when Ralph and he are once acquainted, 
His wife may often come unto his house. 
Either to see his garden, or such like : 
For, doubt not, women will have means enough. 
If they be willing, as I hope sho will. 
There may we meet her, and let each one plead : 
He that Bjweds best, why let him carry it. 

Fur. I needs must laugh to tlunk how all we 
three, 
In the contriving ot this feat, agree : 
Bat, having gotlier, every man iriU strive 
How each may other of her love deprive. 

■ Sitppose U here uccil in the acnie af eot^ftciart or ajiprt- 
ktniion. (inacaigne tranBlnted a, cojatdy of ArioBlo, and 
called it " The Suppom." The employment of the Tcrb for 
the aabstantive id the present instance is in evidence of the 
antiquitj of thie play. The falloviDg parallel it from Ou- 
eoigiie'a I'rologue: "The verje nunewhcrof may periulaenlare 
driue intoeaerie ofyoar heades, aaundrie Sujtpoie, tonpjwK 
the tDMDing ot our tvppota." — CoUier. 

* I'.f., Plot or eoDtrivaDce. Tarllon produced a pteea 
called "The Flat-fans of the 3eTen Deadly Sins;" and it) 
" Sir J. OldcMtle," by Drayton and others, Gn>t printed in 
laoo, it ii nied with Ibe same meaning u in Ihc tetl, tIe., 
a contrivftQce for giving effect to the conapiniey. 

" Then is Ihs BtU/iTM, aail Ihrlr buili. bit lord, 
■ach Hfoal^ iiibwniMd la tbo taaa.- 
—Collitr. 
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But say, how like yoii of my late devicet 

For. SiirpaBsing well, hut let's about it straight, 

L«st he before our coming be provided. 

Clin. Agreed. [Ejreuru. 



Enter MusgrAVE and Marian. 

Mu3. Tusb, cousin \ t«l] not me ; but tbia ilerice 
Was long ago concluded 'twixt you two, 
Which divers reasions move ine to iino^^ne : 
And therefore these are toys to blind ray eyes. 
To make mo think she only loved me, 
And yet is mnrried to another than. 

Mar. Why, cousin Musgrave, are your eyes bo 
blind 
You cannot see the truth of that report t 
Did you not know my lord was always bent, 
Whatever came, to wed her to the earl) 
And have you not, besides, heard the deviee 
He us'd to marry her against her will) 
Bctray'd, poor soul, unto Earl Lacy's bed. 
She thought she held young Musgrave in her arms ! 
Her morning tears might testify her thotigiits ; 
Yet thou shalt see she love^ thee more than him, 
And thou shalt taste the sweets of her delights. 
Meantime, my house shall be thy mansion 
And thy abode, for thither will she come : 
Use thou that opportunity, and try 
Whether she lov'd thee, or did but dissemble, 

Mds. If she continue kind to me hereafter, 
I shall imagine well of her and you. 

EiUer Castiliako. 
Cas. Now, dame, in talk ! what gentleman is 
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Give me thy hnnd, my cousin and my friend. 
My partner iu the loss of Honorea ; 
We two must needs be friendB : our fortune's like : 
Marry, yet I am richer hy a shrew. 

Mar, 'Tisbettertobeaslirew, sir, than aaheep;' 
You have no cause, I hope, yet to complain 1 

Cas, No, dama; for yet you know 'tis honey- 
moon. 
What ! we have scarcely settled our acquaintance. 

Mu». I doubt not, cousin, but ye shall agree. 
For she is mild enough, if she be pleaa'd. 

Ca8. So is the devil, they say ^ [am'de] : yea, 
cousin, yea, 
My dear and I, I doubt not, aliall agree. 

JEnter ROBIN GoODFKLLOW. 




Rob. Sir, here be two or three gentlemen at Ihf 
door 
Would gladly speak a word with your worship. 

Enter CLINTON, F0BRE8T, HaRVEY. 

[Cas.] They need uo bidding, methinks : they can 
come alone '. 
Clin. God save you, Signior Castiliano. 
Cas. captain, comt stat' welcome all, my 

friends I 
For. Sir, we are come to bid God give you joy. 
And see your house. 

a proTBrb.] 

■ [The ohlinar]' proverb ia, 
is pleued.] 

* The IMan Soi H:w . I; s' 
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Mar. Welcome, gentlemeD : 
'Tis kindly done to come to eee us here. 

KoB. This kindness makes me fear my raptor's 
head: 
Such hotspurs must have game, liotre'er they get 
it. 
Clin. We have a suit to you, Oaatiliano. 
Cas. What k it, sir) if it lies in me, 'tis doae. 
Clin. Nay, but a tritle, sir, and that is : 
This same young man, by trade apothecary, 
la willing to retain unto your cures. 

Ca3. Marry, with all my heart, and welcome 
too. 
What may I call your name, my honest friend ) 
Har. Ralph Harvey, sir ; your neighbour here 
hard by. 
The Golden Lion is my dwelling-place, 
Where what you please shall be with care per- 
form' d. 
Ca8. Gramerclea, Harvey! welcome, all my 
friends ! 
Let's in, and handsel our new mansion-house 
With a carousing round of Si»anish wine. 
Come, cousin Musgrave, you shall be my guest ; 
My dame, I trow, will welcome you herself. 

Mar. No, boy. Lord Lacy's wife shall welcome 

thee. 
Eoa So now tbe game begins, here's some cheer 
toward; 
I must 1)6 skinker ' then : let me alone ; 
They all shall want, ere Robin shall have none. 

[Exeunt omne» ni>i Clinton and Harvey. 

> SiiHter wta a laptUr or dramr. Pri nee Henry, in "The 
First Purl oE Henry IV." ict ii. sc 4, speski of sn under- 
ikivitr, meaning Mt UNi^i'rainr. Mr StcevenB wj-g it !• 
derived from the Dutch word iiAeuttn, orbieb signlfiea to fill 
« cup or gluu. So in Q. Fletcher'i "Ituase Cuumonveilth." 
1G61, p. 13, speaking of a tuwn built an the south side of 
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Clin. Sirrah Kalpti Harvey, now the entry is 
made, 
Thou only hast access without suspect.' 
Be not foi^etful of thy Rgent here ; 
Kemember Clinton was the man that did it 

Har. Why, captain, now you talk in jealousy. 
Do not misconstrue my trje-meaning heart. 

Clin. Kolpfa, 1 believe thee, and rely on thee. 
Do not too long absent thee from the doctor : 
Go in, carouse, and taint his Spanish brain ; 
I'll tbllow, and my Marian's health maintain. 

Har. Captain, yon well advise me ; I'll go in, 
And for myself my love-snits I'll begin. [Ea»itHl, 



ACT III., SCENE 1. 

Enier EOBIN GouDFKLLOW tvilh hit head bToken. 

Rob. The devil himself take oil such dames for / 
me! ' 

'Zounds, I had rather be in hell than here. 
Nay, let him be his own mau, if he list, 



the drjd or prohibited limcB, nhen othor Kuuei niiy 
drioke nothing liul water, ind for tliat cauM oUed tbia 
Dewecitieby the name of Naloi, that ii, ubinel;, orpourtu*." 
Again, in Mareton'a " SophoniBba," iii. i — 

Till SIT bnul bunt, O Jots. Uij neclu ikbiitt." ' 
And in Bon Jonton'a " Poetaster," act if. ic. 6 — 

■' Al> hi plr Ibi Uble with necUr. iiDd milie '«b MtDdi. 
lliiR. Ueiveu !• Ilka U> bit* bat a l«it< Mnktr." 
And in his " Barlbolomow Fair," act ii. ic. 2 ; " Froth your 
cans well i' the filling, at length, rogue, and jog your bottlei 
o' the bultack, liirab : then tkink out the first glaia ever, 
and drink vith all companiea." 
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Robin means not to stay to be usM thus. 

The very first day, in her angry spleen, 

Her nimble band began to greet ray ears 

With such unkind saluLes aa I ne'er felt ; 

And since that time there hath not pass'cl nii 

hour, 
Wlierein she hath not either rail'd upon me, 
Or laid her anger's load upon nay litnba. 
Even now (for no occasion in the world. 
But as it pleas'd her ladyship to take it) 
She gat me up a staff, and breaks my hea<l. 
But I'll no longer serve so curs'd a dame; 
I'll run as far first as my legs will Itear me. 
What shall I do 1 to hell I dare not go, 
Until my master's twelve months be expir'd. 
And here to stay with Mistress Marian — 
Better to be so long in purgatory. 
Now, farewell, master ! but, shrewd dame, fare-ill ! 
I'll leave you, thmif^ the devil is with yon still. 

]/!xil KoBIN. 



£jUer MAltlAN alo}ti!, Jiajiii-j. 

Mab. My heart still pants within ; I am 
chaf 'd \ 
The rascal slave, my man, that sneaking rogue. 
Had like to'have undone ns ail for ever \ 
My cousin Musgrave is with Honoi-ea, 
Set in an arbour in the summer-garden ; 
And he, forsooth, must needs go in for herbs, 
And told me further, that his mast«r bad him : 
But I laid hold upon my younker's pate, 
And made the blood run down about his ears. 
I trow, he shall ask me leave ere he go. 
Now is my cousin master of his love. 
The lady at one time reveng'd and pleas'd. 
&) speed they all that marry maids perforce ! 
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EtUer CASTILIANO. 

But here my husband comes. 

Cas. What, dame, nione'i 

Mar. Yes, sir, this onco — for want of company. 

Cas. Why, where'a my lady and my cousin 
MuBgravQ ) 

Mar. You may go look them both for aught I 
know. 

Cas. What, are you angry, dame 1 

Mah. Yea, so it eeema. 

Cas. What is the cause, I prythee ) 

Mar. Why would you know 1 

Cas. That I might ease it, if it lay in me. 

Mar. 0, but it belongs not to your trade. 

Ckn. You know not that. 

Mah. 1 know you love to prat«, and so I leave 
you. [Exii Marian. 

Cas. Well, go thy way : oft have I raked liell\ 
To get a wife, yet never found her like. 
Why this it is to marry with a shrew. 
Yet if it be, as I presume it is, 
There's but one thing offends both her and me ; 
And I am glad, if that be it offends her. 
'Tis so, no doubt ; I rea<l it in her brow. 
Lord Laoy shall with all my heart enjoy 
Fair Honorea : Marian is mine ; 
Who, thougli she be a shrew, yet is she honest. 
So is not Honorea, for even now. 
Walking within my garden all alone. 
She came with Musgrave, stealing closely by, 
And follows him, that seeks to fly Irom her- 
I spied this all unseen, and left them there. 
But sure my dame hath some conceit thereof, 
And therefore she is thus angry, honest soul ! 
Well, I'll straight hence unto my Lord of Kent, 
And warn him watch his wife from these close 
meetings. 



rtlARIAH. 

iced hell\ 
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Well, Marian, thou liv'st yet free from blame. 
Let ladies go ; thou art the devil's dame. 

[Exil Castiliano. 

ErUer the Devil, lilt MusGRAVE, inth HONORKA. 

Mus, No, lady ; let tliy modeat, nrtuous life 
Be always joined with thy comely shape. 
For luat eclipeeth nature's ornament. 

Hon. Young heady boy, thiuk'st thou thou shalt 

Thy long-made love, which thou so oft hast swom. 
Making my maiden thoughts to doat on thee 1 

Mrs. With patience hear me, and, if what 1 say 
Shall Jump with reason,' then you'll pardon me. 
The time nath been when my soul's liberty 
Vow'd 8er\'itu<le unto that heavenly face. 
Whilst both had equal liberty of choice ; 
But since the holy bond of marriage 
Hath left me single, you a wedded wife, 
Let me not be the third unlawfully 
To do Earl Lacy so foul injury. 
But now at last 

Hon. I would that lost 
Might be thy last, thou monster of alt men ! 

MtJs. Hear me with patience. 

Hon. Cease : I'll hear no more ! 
'TIS my affectitni, and not reason, speaks : 
Then, Musgrave, turn the hariincss of thy heart. 
And now at least incline thy love to mine. 

Mds. Nay, now I see thou wilt not be reclaim'd. 
Go and bestow this hot love on the earl ; 
Let not these loose afiects thus scandalise 
Your fair report. Gio home, and learn to live 
Ab chaste as Lucrece, madam. So I leave you. 

[S/ie puUttk him baek. 

I [Be in accord with reason.] 
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Hon. 0, stay a little while, and hear my 

tongue 
Speak tny heart's words, which cannot choose but 

tell thee, 
I hate the earl, only because I love thee. 

[Exit MUSGRAVE. 

Musgrave, return ! hear, Honorea Hjieiika I 
Disdaiu bath left him wings to Hy from me I 
Sweet love, lend me thy winM to overtake him. 
For I can stay him with kind dalliance ! 
Alt this is but the blindness of my fancy. 
Recall thyself : let not thy honour bleed 
With the foul wounds of infamy and shame. 
My proper home shall call me home ^ain, 
Wliere my dear lord bewails, as much as I, 
His too much love to her that loves not him. 
Let none hereafter fix her maiden love 
Too firm on any, lest she feel with me 
Musgrave's revolt and his inconstancy. [Exit 

Enttr FOREEST, with Marun. 

For. Tut, I'll remember thee, and straight 
return: 
But here's the doctor. 

Mar. Where 1 Forrest, farewell ! 
I would not have him see me for a world. 

For. Wliy? he is not here. Well, now I see 

you fear him. 
Mar. Marry, beslirew thee for thy false alarm ! 
I fear him \ no, I neither fear nor love him. 
For. But where's my lady 1 She ia gone home 
before. 
And I must follow after. Marian, farewell 
Mak 1 shall expect your coming. 
For. Presently; 

And hearest thou, Marian ? nay, it shall he so 

\Ue whifpera in ker ear. 
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Mar. Lord, air, yoii are wed, I warrant you : 
We'll laugh, be merry, aiid, it may be. kias ; 
But if you look for more, you aim amiss. 

For. Go to, go to ! we'll talk of this aiiou. 

[Exit Forrest. 

Mar. Well, go t|iy way. for the true-heartedst 

That livetli, aod as full of honesty. 
And yet as wanton as a pretty Iamb. 
He'll come again, for he hath lov'd me long, 
And 80 have many more besides himself; 
But I was coy and proud, as maids are wont, 
Meaning to match beyond my mean estate : 
Yet I have favour'd youths, and youthful sports. 
Although I durst not venture on the main ; 
But now it will not be so soon espied. 
I Maids cauuot, but a wife a fault may hide. 

Enter Nan. 

What, Nan 1 

Nan. Anon, forsooth. 

Mar. Come hither, maid. 
Here, take my keys, and fetch tlie galley-pot ; 
Bring a fair naplun and some fruit-dishes. 
Despatch, and make all ready presently ; 
Miles Forrest will come straight to drink with 
me. 

Nan. I will, forsooth. {EtH Nan. 

Mar. Why am I young, but to enjoy my years 1 
, Why am I fair, but that I should be lov'd 1 
And why should I be lov'd, and not love others ? 
Tut, she is a fool that her affection smothers : 
'Twaa not for love I was the doctor's wife. 
Nor did he love me, when he £rst was mine. 
Tush, tush, this fcife is but an idle name ! 
I purpose now to try another game. 
Art thou retum'd so soon ? 0, 'tis well done. 
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Enter Nan iinth Ok hnuquel. 

And hear'st tliou, Nan 1 when Forrest ehal! return, 

If anj- happen to inquire for ine, 

Whether't be Captain Clinton or Ralph Harvey, 

Call presently, and say, thy master'a come ; 

So I'll Bend Forrest o'er the gatden pale. 

Nan. I will, forsooth. 

Mar. Meantime, stay thou anfl makf f>ur ban- 
quet ready. 
I'll to my closet, anil be here again, 
Before Miles Forrest shall come visit me. 

[Exit Marian. 

Nan. I wonder what mj mistress is about 1 
Somewhat she would not have my master know : 
Whate'er it be, 'tis nothing unto me ; 
She's my good mistress, and I'll keep her counsel. 
I have oft seen her kiss behind his back, 
And laugh and toy, when he did little think it. 
0, what a winking eye the wanton hath 
To cosen him, even when he looks upon her 1 
But what have I to do with what she doth t 
I'll taste her junkets since I am nione : 
That which is good for them cannot hurt me. 
Ay, marry, this is sweet I a cup of wine 
Will not bi- hurtful for diftestion. [Shr 'Iriuh.] 

Enter Castiliano. 

Cas. I would I had been wiser once to-day ; 
I went on purpose to my Lord of Kent 
To give Mm soma good counsel for his wife. 
And he, poor heart, no sooner heard my news. 
But turns me up his whites, and falls flat down : 
There I was fain to rub and chafe his veins, 
Aud much ado wo hail to get him live. 
But for all that he is extremely sick. 
And I am i^ome in all the haste I may 

VOL. VIII. 2 E 
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For cordials to keep the earl alive. 

Buthownow) W]iat,abanquet! \Vliat means thiKl 

Nan. Alas ! my master is come home tumsel£ 
Mistress, mistresB ! my master is come home ! 
Cab. Peace, you young strumpet, or I'll stop 
your speech 1 [//« it«p» iter movt/t. 

Come hither, maid : tell me, and tell me tnie. 
What means this banquet 1 what's your mistress 

doing I 
Why call'dst ' thou out, when as thou saw'st me 

coming I 
Tell me, or else I'll bang thee by the heels, 
And whip thee na.ked. Come on, what's the matter 1 
Nan. Forsooth, I cannot tell, 
Cas. Can you not tell? come on, I'll make yoa 

tell me. 
Nan. master I I will tell you. 
Ca3. Then say on. 

Nan. Nothing, in truth, forsooth, but that she 
nieana 
To have a gentleman come drink with her. 
Cas, What gentleman ) 
Nan. Forsooth, 'tis Master Forrest, as I think. 
Ca». Forrest 1 nay then I know bow the game 
goetli : 
Whoever loseth, I am sure to win 
By their great kindness, though't be but the horns. 

Fnler FoRBEST at one door, Marun at another. 

But here comes he and she. Come hither, maid : 
Upon thy life, give not a word, a look, 
That she may know aught of my being here. 
Stand stiD, and do whate'er she bids thee do. 
Oo, get thee gone ; but if thou dost betray me, 



'[Oldoop;, <ujr>(.] 
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I'll cut thy throat : look to it, for I will do it. 
I'll Btand here close to sefi the end of this. 
And eee what rakes she keeps, when I'm abroad. 
[Castiijano conceal* kinuelf.] 
Mah. 'Tis kindly done, Miles, to return so 
soon. 
And so I take it. Nan, is our banquet ready 1 
Welcome, my love ! I see you'll keep your 
word 
Nan. 'Twere better for you both he had not 
kept it [J«(ff.] 

For. Yea, Mariana, else I were unworthy. 
I did but bring my lady to the door. 
And there I left her full of melancholy. 
And discontented. 

Mar. Why, 'twas kindly done. 
Come, come sit down, and let us laugh awhile : 
Maid, fill some wine. 

Nan. Alas ! my breech makes buttons. 
And so would theirs, knew they as mueh as I. 
He may change the sweetmeats, and put 
Purging comfits in the dishes. 
Mar. Here's to my lady anil my cousin Mus- 

grave. 
For. I pray, remember gentle mast«r doctor 
And good Earl Lacy too, among the rest. 
Cas. O sir, we find you kind — we thank you 
for it : 
The time may come when we may cry yon quit. 

[Aiidt:] 

Nan. Master, shall 1 steal you a cup of wine 1 

[Atidt.^ 

Cas. Away, you baggage ! hold your peace, you 

WTetch I [^»w/*.] 

For. But I had rather walk into your orchard. 

And see your gallery so much commended ; 

To view the workmanship he brought from Spain, 

Wherein's describ'd the banquet of the gods. 
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Mar. Ay, there's one piece exceeding lively 
done ; ' 
Where Mars and Venus lie within a net, 
Euclos'd by Vulcan, and he louking on. 

Cas. Better and better yet : 'twill mend anoo. 

Mar. Another of Diana with her nymphs. 
Bathing tlieir naked bodies in the strearaa ; 
Where fond Acteon, for his eyea' olTeiice, 
Is tiirn'd into a hart's shape, horns and all : 
And this the doctor hangs right o'<^r his bed. 

For. Those horns may fall and light upon his 
iie-ad. 

Cas. And if they do, worse Inck. \^'hat re- 
medy 1 [Aside.] 

t\]R. Nay, Marian, we'll not leave these sights 

And then we'll see yonr orchard and your fruit, 
For now there hang .queen apples on the trees. 
And one of them ls ' worth a score of these. 

Mar. Well, you shall see them, lest you lose 
your longing. [Exeunt Marun and Forrest. 

Cas. Nay, if ye fall a longing for green fruit, 
Child-bearing is not far off, I am sure. 
Why, tliis is excellent : I feel the buds ! 
''My head groweth hard : my horns will shortly 

spring ! 
Now, who may lead the cuckold's dance but I. 
That am become the headman of the parish t 
0, this it is to have an honest wife, 
Of whom so much I boasted once to-day. 
Come hither, minx ! you know your mistress' mind. 
And you keep secret all her viJIaniea : 
Tell me, you were best, where was this plot devised 7 
How did these villains know 1 was abroad 1 

■ Similar to this degmption in onr in Marlovre's " E^. 
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Nan. Indeed, forsooth, I know ' not when it was. 
My mistress call'd me from my work of late, 
And bad me lay a luipkin : so I did. 
And made this banquet ready ; "but in truth 
I knew not what sht! did intend to do. 

€as. No, no, you did not watch against I came, 
To give her warning to despatch her knaves ! 
You cried not out when as you saw me come ! 
All this is notiiing ; but I'll trounce yon all. 

Nan. In truth, good master ! 



Enter MARIAN, FORREST. 

Cas, Peace, stay ! tliey come. 
Whimper not ; and you do, I'll use you worse. 
Behold that wicked strumjiet with that knave I 
0, that I bad a pistol for their sakes, 
That at one shoe I might despatch them both j 
But I must stand close yet, and see the rest 

[tfe conceals /tim^lf again.} 
Mas. How lik'st thou. Miles, my orchard and 

my house ) 
For. Well; thou art seat«d to thy heart's 
content, 
A [ileasant orchard and a house well-funiish'd : 
There notlung wants ; but in the gallery 
The painter snows his art exceedingly. 
Mar. Yet is there one thing goeth beyond all 
these: 
Contented life, that giveth the heart his ease. 
And that I want. [(Mr knoeketh at the dovr. 

For. Sweet love, adieu. [Exit 'Fonaxsv. 

Mar. Farewell, sweetheart. Who is that at 
the door ] 
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Enter CUNTON. 

CUN. A friend. 

Mar. Come near : what, captain, U it yoa 1 
Clin. Even I, fair Marian, watching carefnlly 
The blessed step of opportunity. 

Mar. Good, good ! how fortune gluts me with 

Still they that have enough shall meet with more. 

Clin. But where'a the doctor I 

Mas. Minist«riug abroad 
Physic to some sit^k patients he retains. 

Clin. Let him abroad, I'll minister at home 
Such physic shall content my Marian. 

Cas. monstrous ! now the world must see my 
shame. 
This head must bear whatever tikes ' my dame. 

[Ando.] 

Mar. I have no malady requires a cure. 

Clin. Why, then, must I assume a sick man's 

And all my sickness lieth at my heart) 
'Tis the heart-burning that torments me so. 

Mar. There is no cure for fire but to be 
quench'd. 

Clin. Thou hast prescrib'd a sovereign remedy. 

Cas. 0, who the devil made her a physician i 
[AiiU.] 

Clin. Let's not obscure what love doth manifest; 
Nor let a stranger's bed make thee seem strange 
To him that ever lov'd and honour'd thee. 

Mar. a captain made a captive by loose love 
And gadding fancy ! fie, 'twere monstrous shame 
That Cupid's bow should blemish Mars's uame : 
Take up thy arms, recall thy drooping thoughts, 
And lead thy troops into the spacious fields. 

' Set note to " Coroelift" [v. 138]. 



tilUM THE UOLLIBfi OF CROYDON. 439 

Cas. ahe counsels others well, if she would take 
it. [Atidt.] 

Clin. Thou counselkst the blind to lead the 
blind. 
Van I lead them that cannot guide myself 1 
Thou, Marian, must release my captive heart. 
Mar. With all my heart I grant thee fme re- 

CUN. Thou art obscure too much : but tell me, 
love, 
Shall I obtain my long-desired love I 

Mar. Captain, there is yet somewhat in thy 
mind 
Thou wouldst reveal, but wantest utterauue. 
Thou better knowest to front tlie braving foe. 
Than plead love-suits. 

Clin. I grant 'tis even so ; 
Extremity of passions still are dumb, 
No tongue can tell love's chief perfections ; 
Persuade thyself my love-sick thoughts are thine ; 
Thou only ma/et those drooping thoughts refine. 

Mar. Since at my hands thou seek'st a remedy, 
I'll ease thy grief, and cure thy malady. 
No drug the doctor hath shall be too dear ; 
His antidote shall fly to do thee good. 
Come in, and let thy eye make citoice for thee. 
That thou may'st know how dear tbou art to me. 
[£jseunl Clinton, Marian. 

Cas, la this obedience) now the devil go with 
them) 
And yet I dare not ; 0, she's mankind grown ! ' 

' In SbakeBpeare't "CorialanoH," Siciaiua oskn Yoliim- 
nU, " Are ^au mftnkibd ?' On which Dr Johnion rcmarlu 
Uul "a maHkinit wonuin la s woman with the roughni^aa of 
■ mui ; and, in »n aagravsted aensB, a womm faroeioud, 
violent, and eager to iihtd blood." Mr Upton aava vmitkind 
mcBiiB vtiektd. See hie " Ilemsrlu on Iten Jonnan," p. ^'i. 
The word is frequeatl; utaA (o signify nuKu'tne. So in 
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O miserable men that luuat live so, 

And damned strumpet,' author of tliis woe ! 

Enter CLINTON, MaruN. 

peace ! be stilt ! th<;}- t^oiue. shMueless 
shame ! 
Well may the world call thee the devil's ilame. 

Mar. Captain, thy ekill hath pleasml me mo well. 
That I have vow'd my service to Bellona. 

Cas. Uerservit^ to Bellona! turn'd stark nifii&u ! 
She'll be call'd CavfJiero Marian. [A»ifU.~\ 

Ct.lN. And I will train thee up in feate of arms. 
And teach thee all the orders of the field ; 
That whilst we, like to Mare and Teniis, jest. 
The doctor's head may get n gallant tTest 

Cas. I can no longer linger my disgrace. 
Nor hide roy shame from thoir detested sight. 
How now, thou whore, dishonour to my bed ! 
Disdain to womanhood, shame of thy sex ! 
Insatiate monster ! corrosive of my soul ! 
What makes this captain revelling in my house ? 
My house ! nay, in my bed ! You'll prove a 

soldier ! 
Follow Bellona, turn a martialtst ! 
I'll try if thou hast learn'd to ward my blows. 

Mar. Why, how now, man ! is this your mad- 
ding month t 

[BMamont and Fletcher's] " Love's Cure: ar. The Martial 
Maid," aol iv. bc. 3— 

" rrom me all wamkitid unato Invn lo «M." 
In Dekkcr'a "Satiromaetix" — 



' [0!d copy, ilruwifwfi, ] 
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What, air ! will you forbid me in good sort 
To entei-tain my friends I 

Cas. Your friends, you whore ! 
They are no friends of mine, nor come tliey here. 
Clinton, avaunl, my house is for no such. 

Mab. Alas, good air! are you grown so bus 

piciouH, 

Thus on no proofs to nourish jealousy? 
I cannot kiss a man but you'll be angry. 
In spite of you, or whoso else saitb nay, 
My friends are welcome, as they come this way : 
If you mislike it, mend it as you may. 
^V^lat, do you think to piti up Marian, 
As you were wont to do your Hpanisb girls I 
No, sir, I'll be half mistress of myself; 
The other half ia yours, if you deserve iL 
CUN. \\Tiat madness mov'd thee be displeas'd 
with me. 
That always us'd thee with ao kind regard 1 
Did I not at thy first arrival here 
Conduct thee to the Earl of London's house I 

Mar Did I not, bein^ unsolicited. 
Bestow my first pure maiden love on thee 1 

Clin. Did I not grace thee there in all the court, 
And bear tbee out against the dariug abbot 1 
Mak Did I not forsake many young gallant 
courtiers, 
Enamoured with thy aged gravity. 
Who, now being weary of me, wouhlst disgrat* 
met 
Cas. If there he any conscience lefl on earth, 
How can I but believe these protestations T 
Clipj. Have I not always been thy nearest 

friend 1 
Mar. Have I not always been thy dearest 

wifel 
Clin. How much will all the world in this con- 
demn thee 1 
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Mar. At first I little fent'd what now I fiud,^ 4 
And grieve too late. 

Ca9. Content thee, gentle dame. 
The nature of our countrymen is ettch, 
That, if we see another kiss our wives, 
We cannot brook it ; but I will be pleaa'd ; 
For, will I, nill I,i so methinks I must. 
And, gentle captain, be not yon offended ; 
I was too hot at first, but now repent it. 
I prythee, gentle dame, forgive me tliis. 
And drown all jealousy in this sweet Idas. 

Clin. This shows your wisdom : on, I'll follow 
you. 

Mar. [Aside.] Well, doctor, henceforth never 
reckon* it scorn 
At my swe«t Clinton's hands to take the horn. 

[£^nuf. 



ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

Enter RoBiN GoODFELLOW,' in, a wic of leather, 
dote to hill body ; hU fiiee and hands coloured 
riutet-eolour, with a flail. 

Eoa Tlie doctor's self would scarce know Robin 
now. 



' Whether I will ar not. Tliii mode of expression is af(«D 
tonnd in contemporary wrilere. So in Dekker'e " Bel-man 
of London," sig. P 3: "Can tii; no metnes l>«e bronght 
to rtmember thi« new friend, yet toilt htt, nill ht, to iLe 
laierue be gwearea to bare hiui." 

it mnj be worth remark that it 
and Pithias," from nhicb tho chnr: 

' [Old copy, rrofe.] 

* Sometimes called Pucke, alias 
of uicient superstition lie wag a kind of merry aprile. whose 
character and achievemenla are recorded in a bailad printed 
in DrPerej'8"Helique8 of Ancient Poetiy." [See "Popular 
Anliquities of Great Britain," ilL S9, tt Mf.] 
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Curs'd Marian may go seek auother mail,' 

For I iotend to dwell do longer witli her, 

Since that the bastinado droye me thence. 

These aiUten girla are all too fine for me : 

My master shall report of those in hell. 

Whilst I go range amongst the conntry-maids. 

To see, if homespun lasses milder he 

Tiian my curs'd dame and Lacy's wanton wife. 

Thus Uierefore will I live betwixt two shapes ; 

When as I list, in this transform'd disguise, 

I'll fright the country -people as they pass ; 

And sometimes turn me to some other form, 

And BD delude them with fantastic sliows. 

Cut woe hetide the silly dairymaids, 

For I shall fleet their cream-howls night by night. 

And Elice the bacon-flitches as they liaug. 

Well, here in Croydon will I first begin 

To frohc it among the country lobs. 

This day, they say, is call'd Holyrood-day, 

Ami all the youth are now a-nutting gone. 

Here ai* a crew of younkers in this wood. 

Well-sorted, for each lad hath got his lasa. 

Many, indeed, there ia a trick^' girl. 

That three or four would fain be doing with, 

But that a wily priest among the rest 

Intends to bear her sheer away from alL 

The miller, and my brother Grim the collier 

Appointed here to scuffle for her love. 

I am on Grim's side ; for long time ago 

The devil call'd the collier lite to like : ' 

*' JUbioo's England," 



The wcrd is kIbo uaed in Shakiupeire's '' Tcmpeit," act t. 
>c. 1. See Mr Slccvcna's note ihcrcon. 

' This in one of Ihe moat common, and one of tlie o1de«t, 
proYwrhs in EagliBh. ['Ipian Fulwdll'fl pUy upon it hu 
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Eiiitr Grim, Ci^ck, Parson SaoRTBosE, Joam, 

with a bag of nutt. 

But here the miller and the collier come, 
With Parson Makebate ami their tricksy giri 

Grim. Parson, persuade me no more. I come. 
Jug, to your custody ; Jug, hold the nut-bag. 

Clack. Nay, i will give you nuta to crack. 

Gkim. Crack in thy throat and hauBter' loo. 

Sho. Neighbours, I wish you both agree : 
Let me be judgR, be rul'd by me. 

Grim. Master Parsou, remember what Pueritet- 
concilio, &C. I teW you I 



been priuted id our third Talume.] It ia often mel willi 
in our old wtiUra, &nd among others, in a inkoalxUon 
from the French, printed in JSas, cill«d, "A pleiauit 
Satyre or Pocsle, irbercln is diacoTertd the CBtholieon at 
Spsia," Ac, the running title being " A Sal.vrc Menippixcd." 
It IB to be found on pp. 64 and t8S. Hiving nenlianed tbU 
tract, we ma; quote, ta a eurioailj, the following Uiite, 
which probibty are the original of > pumgc for whioh 
" Huditjraa" lb uBualty citcil bb the authority— 



■' Ofi ht 



ni-l" 



PcrhsiMi Duj* flfhtkEAlae.' 
—Callitr. 

1 [\ word unnoticed by Ksre« and Halliwell. The latter 
ciles Aaiuf, high, doubllesa from the French haut. So 
haulier muy ho the comparative, aud aignify Itightr.] 

» Till now printed PuziUei a* if iiecauBB it had puzileil 
Dodaloy and Iteed to make out the true word. In the old 
copy ll lUndi Puriiei ; and although it may aeem a little out 
of iriiaraeter for Orim to quote L^lin, yet he doee bo in 
eoaiDion with the farmer in Feelc'i " Edward L," and from 
the very aame greftt aulhoHty. "'Tie an old saying, I 
remember I read it in Calo'a ■ Putrila' that Caataba 
varaut coram latrane vialOT" tc—CoUia: [The work 
referred to la the text was called "Pnerilea Confabulaliun- 
cnlie ; or, Children's Talke," of which no early edition ii at 

S'CBcnt known. But it is mentioned in "Fappewith an 
alchet " (1580), and in the inventory of the stock of John 
Fo«ler, the York bookieller (IS16) | 



i ofttimes sworn that ye 
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fuund this written in the bottom of one of my 
empty Backs. Never persuade men that be in- 
execrable. I have vowed it, and 1 will perform it. 
The quarrel is great, and I have taken it upon my 
own shoulders. 

Clack. Ay, that thou shalt, ere I have done ; 
for I will lay it on, i' iailh. 

Grim. If yon lay it in, I must bear it out, this 
is all. If you strike, I must stand to anything, 
although it be the biggest blow that yon can lay 
upon me. 

Joan. Ye both I 
love me ; 

Let me ovemile you in this angry mood. 
Neighbours and old acquaintance, and fall out ! 

Hub. Why, thqt is, because thou wilt not let 
them f^l in. 

Grim, I aay, my heart bleedeth when thou 
speaketh, and therefore do not provoke me. Yet, 
miller, as I am monstrous angry, bo I have a won- 
derful great mind to be rep^ia'd. Let's think 
what hiuTn cometh by this same fighting ; if we 
should hurt one another, how can we help it 1 
Again, Clack, do but here forswear Joan's com- 
pany, and I'll be thine instead of her. to use in all 
your businesses from Croydon to London ; yours, 
Gilbert Grim, the chief collier for the king's 
majesty's own mouth. 

Clack. Grim, do I smell you 1 I'll make you 
forswear her before we two part ; and therefore 
come on to this gear. Collier, I will lay on Idad, 
and when it is done, let who will take it off again. 

Joan. Yet once more hear me speak : leave off 
for shame, 
If not for love ; and let not others laugh 
To see your follies ; let mc overrule you. 

Sho. Ay, let them light, I care not : I 
Meantime away with Joan will fly ; 
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And whilst tliey two are at it here, 
\ We two will sport ourselves elsewhere. 
\ Rob. There 8 a stone priest ! he loveth a wench, 
I indeed : 

\ He careth not though hoth of them do bleed ; 
But Robin Goo<irellow will conjure you, 
And mar your match, and bang you soundly too. 
I like tills country-girl's eonilition well ; 
She's faithful, and a lover hut to one : 
Bobin stands here to right both Grim and her. 
Grim. Master Parson, look you to my love. 
Miller, here 1 stand 
With my heart and my hand 
In sweet Jug's right 
With thee to fight. 

ClacKl Come, let ua to it then. 

[Thtyfighl: ROBIN beatftK the miller with a 
flail, andfrUetA him. 
Rob. Kow, miller, miller dustipoll 
I'll clapper-claw your jobbemole, 
Sho. Come, Jog, let's leave these senseless 
blocks. 
Giving each other blows and knocks. 

Joan. I love my Grim too well to leave him ao. 
Sho. You shall not choose ; come, let's away. 
[Shorthose pultelh Jug a/ltr him: RoBlN 
btateth the priett mlh hit flail. 
Rob. Nay then, sir priest, I'll make you stay. 
Clack. Nay, this is nothing, Grim , we'll not 
part so. 
I thought to have borne it off with my back sword 

ward, 
And I reoeiv'd it upon my bare costard,' 

[Thej/flffht <ijKti». 
Roa What, miller, are you up again 1 
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Nay, then, my flail shall never lin,' 
Until I force one of us twain 
Betake him to his heels amain. 

[Robin beati the miller again, 
Clace. Hold thy bands. Grim ! thou hast mur- 
der' d me. 
Griu. Thou liest, it is in mine own ofience I do 
it. Get thee gone then : I had rather have thy 
room than thy company. 

Clack. Marry, with all my heart 0, the 
collier playeth the devil with me. 
KoB. No, it is the devil playeth the collier with 
thee. [Atide.'\ 

Sho. My bones are sore j I prj-thee, Joan, 



n Ben Jonaon's 

Mr Whalley propoies lo read blia. " Tlie word." mvb he, 
" a Saxon, sad the substantive blin, derired from blianav, 
occurB in the ' Sad Stiepherd.' Yet the word ai^cura in 
Dnyton in the eeiiee uf gCoppiog or slaving, lu ic is lued 
here bj our poet — 

' Quoth Pock, my IKgf. I'll ntwr l<«, 

— ' Court of FaitT-' 9° that an emendation may be an. 
necessary, and lin, the same as leatt, might have been in 
common use." 



'- Food woild. thU ne>r think it ou that »t«i msn, 
ThBt Arlofto'A oLd Birifl.»c«t miin. 

LposJcd with bunclLnof d?CB7«l n^mi^fl.' 
" A Chast Mayd in Cheapaide,- by Hiddleton : " Yonll 
'er lin 'till I make your tutor whip you; you know how 
;rv'd yoK once at the free schoole in Paul's Church Yard." 
d in " More Disseniblcrs besides Women," Ly llie nme, 
iii. ac. 1 : " Yoo nov'r lin railing on me, from one 
week's end to another.'' \Lin ia common enough in (ha 



oldn 



«-l 
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t this, thou blcBst'J man of 



Lacy. O, ahoi 
Gwl. 
And ihoti shalt then make young my withfr'il age, 
Dus. Mark the beginning; for here Musgrave 



.eth. 



Jiiilrr Ml-SGR-WE. 



Mus. thrice unhappy and unfortunate, 
That, baling fit QccAsion proffer'd thee 
Of conference with beauteous Honorea, 
Thou overslipp'd it, and o'enlipp'dst thvself. 
Never since wedlock tied her to the earl, 
Have I saluted her ; although report 
Is blaz'd abroad of her inconBtancy. 
This is her evening walk, and here will I 
Attend her coming forth, smd greet her fjiirly. 

Lacy. See, Dunatan, how their youth doth blind 
our age! 
Thou dost deceive thyself and bringest me 
To see my proper ehame and infamy. 

Enter HoNOREA. 

But here she comes : my hope, my fear, my lova 

Dun. Here comes the unstain'd honour of thy 
bed. 
Thy ears shall hear her virtuous, chaste replies, 
And make tliy heart confess thou dost her wrong. 

Hon. Now modest love hath banish'd wanton 
thouglite. 
And alter'd me from that I was before. 
To that chaste life I ought to entertain. 
My heart is tied to that strict form of life. 
That I joy only to be Lacy's wife. 

Lacy. God fill thy mind with these chaste, vir- 
tuous thoughts ! 

Mus, 0, now I see her, I am half asham'd 
Of so long absence, of neglect of speech. 
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My dearest lady, iHttrosess of beauty, 

Let thy poor servant make hia true excuse ! 

Hon. Musgrave, I easily take your excuse, 
Accusing my fond self for what is pass'd. 

Mrs. Long time we wanted opportunity ; 
But now the forelock of well-wishing time 
Hath bless'd its Ijoth, that here »-ithout euspect 
We may renew the tenor of our loves. 

Lacy. Dunstao, how she smiles to hear him 
speak 1 

Hon. No, child of fortune and inconstancy, 
Thou slialt not train me, or induce my love 
To loose desires or dishonoured thoughts. 
'Tis God's own work that struck a deep remorse 
Into my tainted heart for my pass'd folly. 

Mva. 0, thou confound'st me I Speak as thou 

Like Love herself, my lovely Honorea. 
Hon. Why, how now, Musgrave ! what esteem'st 
thou me, 
That thou provokest me, that first denied me 1 
I will not yield you reasons why I may not, 
More than your own. You told me why you 
would not. 
Mus. By heavens, by thee, my saint, my happi- 
ness I 
No torture shall control my heart in this. 
To teach my tongue deny to call thee love, 

Hon. Well, in regard that in my maiden-days 
I lov'd thee well, now let rae counsel thee. 
Boulaim these idle humours ; know thyself; 
Remember me, and think upon my lord ; 
And let these thoughts bring forth those chaste 

etfects, 
Which may declare thy change unto the world : 
.\nd this assure thee^whilst I breathe this air, 
Earl Lacy's honour I will ne'er impair. 

[Exit Honorea. 
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Dun. Now your eyes see that which your h«art 
believ'd not 

Lacy. 'Tia a miracle beyond the reat-h 
Of my capacity ! I could weep for joy, 
Would but my tears express how much I li>ve her I 
Men may surmise amiss in jealousy, 
Of those that Ijve in untouch'd honesty. 

Mus. la she departed 1 and do I conceive 
This height of grief, and do do violence 
Unto myself 1 Said she I denied her "i 
Far bo it from my heart to thiuk that thought. 
All ye that, as I do, have fell this smart. 
Ye know how burthensome 'tis at my heart. 
Hereafter never will I prosecute 
This former motion, my unlawful suit ; 
But, since she is Karl Lacy's virtuous wife, 
I'll live a private, pensive, single life, 

tEsU MUSG RAVEL 
is blessed will ; 
And be hath chaug'd their minds from bad to 

That we, which see't, may learn to mend our- 
selves. 
Lacy. I'll reconcile myself to Musgrave's love : 
I will recant my false suspicion. 
And humbly make my true submission. [Exeant. 



Evtfr Marian, ebnflng, 

Mas. Say'st thou thou'lt make the house too 
hot for me 1 
I'll soon abroad, and cool me in the air. 
I'll teach him never scorn to drink bis health 
Whom I do love. He thinks to overcrow me 
With words and blows ; but he is in the wrong, 
Begin he when he dares ! 0, he's too hot 
And angry to live long with Marian. 
But I'll not long be subject to his rage : 




Here 'tis shall rid him of hia hateful life, 
And blesa me with the style of widowhood. 
'Twas Harvey's work to temper it so well : 
The sti-ongest poison that he could devise, 



I have been too lung subject to the slave ; 
But now I'll cast off that detested yoke. 

Clin. Musgrave, I see, is reconcil'd to th' earl ; 
For now I met him walking with Lord Lacy. 
Sure, this is Marian's plot, and there she stands. 
What, love, alone ! 

Mar. Ay. captain, much diatarb'd 
About the frantit doctor's jealousy ; 
Who, though he seem'd content when thou wast 

He after fell reviling thee and me ; 
Eobb'd me of all my jewels ; locks his plate 
In his own trunk ; and let's me only live 
To bear the idle title of his wife. 

Clin. Fair Marian, by a soldier's loyal faitfa, 
If my employment any way may help 
To set thee free from this captivity, 
Use me in any sort; : command my sword ; 
I'll do't, as soon as thou shalt speak the word. 

Mar. Now, by my true love, which I wish to 

I conjure theo with resolution 

To slay that monster ! Do not fail to do it ! 

For, if thou dost, I would I had not spoke it. 

Clin. Now try me ; and, when next we hap 
to meet. 
The doctor lies stone dead at Clinton's feet. 

Mar. Nay, now I see thon lov'st me. 

Clin. Say no more. 
If thou dost loathe him. he shall die therefore. 

Mar. To morrow mi'min" will he earlv rise 
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To see Earl Lacy : meet him in the cloister. 
And make that place revenge his sanctuary. 
This night will 1 break open all the tmuke, 
Rifle his caskets, roh him of Ids cold ; 
And all the doctor's treasure shall be thine. 
If thou miBcacry, yet this drink shall do it. 



Entei- Casteliano, 



e alone. 



Cas. My wife's impatience l>ath left n 
And made my servant I'un, I know not whither. 
Mar, Peace ! here is our eyesore. Clinton, 

leave us now. 
Clin. Nay, now occasion smiles, and I will do it. 
[Clinton drawrlh his 4woril, 
Mar. Put up thy sword ; he it thy morning's 
work: 
Farewell to-night ; but fail me not to-morrow. 
Clin. Farewell, my love. No rest shall close 
theee eyes, 
Until the morning peep ; and then he dies, 

[Jixii Clinton. 
Cas, [Soliloq.] Now I remember, 1 have quite 
outrun 
yiy time jirefix'd to dwell upon the earth : 
Yet Akercock is absent : where is he 1 
0. 1 am glad I am ao well nejir rid 
Of my earth's plague and my lascivious dame. 

Mar. Hath he discover'd my intendment. 
That he presages liis ensuing death) 
I must break off these fearful meditations. 

CAa How shall 1 give my verdict up to Pluto 
Of all these accidental 

Mar, Why, how now, man 1 
CA8. Wiiat, my dear dame I my reconeiloil 
spouse ! 
Upon my soul, my love to thee is more 
Now at this present than 'twas e'er before. 
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Mak. He hath descried me sure, ho sootlieth me 

so ! [Aside.] 

C\a. I love thee now, because I now must leave 

This was the day of my nativity, 
And therefore, sweet wife, let us revel it, 
Uah. Nay, I have little cause tu joy at all 
Cas. Thou croRsest still my mirth with discoii< 
tents ! 
If ever heretofore 1 have disjileas'd thee, 
Sweet dame. I crave thy pardon now (at all. 
This is my birthday, girl, I miist rejoice : 
Ask wliat thoti wilt, and I will give it thea. 

Mar. Should I but ask to lead a quiet life. 
You hardly would grant this unto your wife ; 
Much less a thiug tliat were of mure import. 
CA3. Ask anything, and try if I'll deny tUee. 
Mab. my poor Musgravo, how hast thou been 
wrong'd, 
And my fair lady I 

Cas. Use no preambles, 
But tell me plainly. 

Mail Nay, remember them, 
And join their slander to that love you owe me, 
And then old Lacy's jealousy. 
Cas. What then t 
Mar. Nay, now I see you will not understand 



C. 



done. 



art too dark ; speak plainly, and 'tis 
Mar. Then doom the earl, and bless poor Mus- 
tby bands lies. 



grave s eyes 
With Honorea's love ; for this 
Cas. How shouhl I doom tiimi 
Mar. How else, but to death 1 
Ca3. As if his life or death lay in my 
Mar. He is thy patient, is he not t 
Cas. He is. 



hands 1 
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Mar. TLun in tiiy bands lie both bi» lite aud 

Sweet tove, let Marian beg it at thy band: 
Why should the grey-beard live to cross us all 1 
Nay, now I see thee frown : thuu wilt not do it. 

Cas. Fie, fie, dame! you ai-e too suspicious. 
Here is my hand, that thou may'st know 1 love 



I'll poison him this night betor 
Mar. Thou dost but Hatter 
Cas. Tush ! I have sVfom it. 
Mar. And wilt tbou do it 1 



els 



Cas. He i* 



e to die. 



Mar. I'll kisa thy lips for 8|5eakin}; that kind 
word: 
But do it, and I'll hang about thy heuk. 
And curl thy hair, and sleep betwixt thy arms, 
Aud teach thee pleasures wiiich tbou never knew'sl, 

Cas. Promise no more, and trouble me no more : 
The longer, I stay here, he lives the longer. 
I must go to him now, and now I'll do it 
Go home and hasten supper 'gainst I come : 
We will carouse to his departing soul. 

Mar, I will, dear husband ; hut remember 
me : 
[Aside.] When thou hast poison'd him, I'll poison 
thee. [£xil Maeun. 

Cas. wonderful, how women win dissemble ! 
Now she can kiss me, hang about my neck. 
And soothe me with smooth smiles and lewd ein- 

treatiea 
Well, I have promis'd her to kill the earl ; 
And yet, I hope ye will not think I'll do it' 



> This must hire been addrencd to the audience, aud 
may lie adduced u uituc eliglil evidence of Ihe uitiquily of 
Llie plaj. 118 ill bter IJmcii dmnutiaLs were nut gailty of 
ihiK imiiroprielj. The old morality of "The Disobedieol 
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Yet 1 will aound the depth of their de* 

And see the issue of their bloody drill. 

I'll give the eari, unknown to any man, 

A sleepy potion, which ehall make him aeem 

As if he were stark dead, for certain hours : 

But in my absence no man shall report 

That for my dame's sake I did any hurt. [A>i>. 



Eitirr Grih, mtk Joan. 

Grim. Nay, but, Joan, havti a care ! 
brain ' for all at once. 'Tia not one hour's jileo 
that I suspect more than your mother's good 
counteoance. If she be asleep, we may be Itold 
under correction ; if she be awake, I may f^o my 
ways, and nobody ask me. Grim, whither goeU thou f 
Nay, I tell you, I am so well beloved in our town, 
that not the worst dog in the street will hurt my 
little finger. 

Joan. Why apeak you this 1 You need not 
fear my mother, 
For she was fast asleep four hours ago. 

ancH) of Ibe kiail ; iboa, tlic son aaya 

Again, the Man-cook — 

—CoitUr [ii. are, 28*]. 

' See Sole 25 to "¥lMm A»ej." — Collier. (In 
and Juliet," i. 3, the Nuna nya, " Nay. t do bear a brain," 
I.e.. I do bvar In mind, or nculleel (Djce'ii edit. ISflS, 
vi. SS8). Reed'a explanntion, ado))tc<l t>v t^yix 
hutilJv iratiHFHi.-lorv.] 
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Grim. Is she, 8ure } Did you hear hur saort 
in her dead sleep 1 Why then, Joaii, I hare an 
hour's mirth for thee. 

Joan. Ami I a mess of cream for thee. 

Grim. Why, there is one for Another then ; 
fetch it, Joan; we will eat and kiss, and he a» 
merry as your cricket. [Exit JoAS/or the creatn.^ 
Art thou gone for iH Well, go thy Wiiys for th*» 
kindest lass ihat ever poor collier niet withal t 1 
mean for to make short work witli her, uul marry 
her presently. I'll single her out, i' faith, till I 
make her hear double, and give the world, to 
understand we will have a young Grim between aa. 

EiilerJOAV ivil/i /he •reavi. 

Joan. Look here, my love, 'tis sweeten'd for 
thy mouth. 

Grim. You have [lut none of your love-powder 
in it, to niftki? me enamourable of you, have yon, 
Joan ) I have a simple \taie, to expect you ! 
[Onf knocketh at tht door.] Joan, bark, my brains 
beat, my head works, and my miml ^veth me: 
some lovers of yours come sneaking hither now ; 
I like it not, 'tis suspectious. \One knoeluth offain, 

Joan, You need not fear it ; for there is none 
alive 
Shall bear the least part of my heart from ibee. 

Grim. Say'st thou sol hold there still, and 
whoe'er be be, open door to him. 

Shf openeth the door. Enttr ShorthOSE, and 
Robin after him. 

Joan. What, Master Parson, are you come so 
latel 
You are welcome ; here's none but Grim and I. 
Sho. Joan, I'll no more a-nuttuif! go, 



I was HO beaten to and fro ; 

And yet who it was, I do uot know. 

Grim. Wliat, Master Parson, are yoii come bo 
late to say eveniogsong to your paiiBliioners 1 1 
have heard of your knavery. 1 give you a fair 
warning ; touch her no lower than her girdle, and 
no biglier than her chin : 1 keep her lips and her 
hi[i8 for my own use. I do ; and so welcome. 

Robin. This two houra have I dogg'd the parson 
round about all Croydon, doubting some such 
thing. ■ \^A3ule.] 

Sho. No, Grim, I here forswear to touch 
Thy Joan, or any other such : 
Love hath been bo cudgell'd out of me, 
I'll go no more to wood with thee. 

Rob. 'Twas Robin heat this holy ! ' ' ' 

I think more cudgelling would make him more 

honest [.Iju/f.] 

Grim. You speak like an honest man and a good 

parson, and that is more. Here's Joan's bene- 

volation for ua, a raeBS of cieam and so forth. 

Here is your place. Master Paraon. Stand on the 

t'other side of the table, Joan. Eat hard to-night, 

that thou may marry us the Ivetter to-n 

Rob. What, is my brother Grim i 

fellow, [They /all to 

I love a mess of cream as well as they ; 

I think it were best I stepp'd in and made one. 

[Amdf.] 
Ho, ho, ho,' my masters ! No good fellowship ! 

' e«e note to ■■Oammer Oiirton"* Needle." lii. 206. 
Qaei7, if the puuEea there quoted iu»; not refer to tbia 
ver; character of AkerM>ck and bia dreu, u described in 
»ct 1. ao. I.— Collier. [I'roUllilj not, as this plaj can hardly 
have been in cxiatence bo eiirl^, and tlic 
coaiuuc ol Robin Goodfellow were well urn 
before "O^imnieT Onrton'H Needle" wue writ 



460 



GRIM THE COLLIER OF CROYDON. 



la Robin Goodfellow a bugbear grown, 

[Robin /oWrtA lo eat. 
That he is not worthy to be bid eit down "i 

Grim. Lonl , save ue ! sure, he is some country, 
devil ; he hnth got a ni'set cuat upon his fkc«. 

[Griu and SrorthosE mire to (he back a/ 
Ike gtagt,^ 
Sho. Now, beueiJicile ! who is this 1 
I take him for some tiend, i-wjs ■! 
0, for some holy-water here 
Of this 8»me pla.ce this spirit to clear ! 
Rob. Nay, few not, Grim, come fall unto your 
cream : 
Tut, I am thy friend ; why dost not come and eat ? 
Grim. 1, sirl truly, master devil, I am well 

here, I thank you. 
Rob. I'll have thee come, I say. Wl y, tremblest 

thou? 
Grim. No, sir, not I ; 'tis a palsy I have still. 
Truly, sir, I have no great acquaintance with you. 
KoE. Tiioii shalt have better, man, ere I de- 
part. 
Grim. I will not, and if I can . hoose. 
Eoa Nay, come away, and bring your love 

with you. 
Grim. Joan ! you were best go lo him, Joan. 
Rob. What, shall I fetch thee, man I The 
cream is sweet. 

Grim. No, sir, I am coming : much good do't 
you. 1 had need of a long spoon, now I go to eat 
with the devil* 

' So in " The RetnTn from Poraautu," set v. sc. 4— 



" He Lad nci^l of 



Rob, The parson's penaiico shall be tlius to fast. 
Come, tell me. Grim, dost thou nut know me, 
mani 

Gbim. No, truly, sir ; I am a poor man fetcheth 
my living out of tue fire ; your worship may be a 
gentleman devil, for anglit I know. 

EoB. Some men call me Eobia Goodfellow. 

Grim. Lord, sir ! Master Robert Goodfellow, 
you are very welcome, sir. 

Rob. This half year have I liv'd about this 
town, 
Helping poor servants to despatch their work, 
To brew and bake, and other husbandry. 
Tut, fear not, maid ; if Grim be merry, 
I will make up the match between ye. 

Grim. There will be a match in the devil's 
name ! 

Rob. Well, now the night is almost spent, 
Since your affections all are bent 
To marriage and to constant love, 
Grim, Robin doth thy choice approve ; 
And there's the priest shall marry you : 
Go to it, and make no more ado : 
Sirrah, sir priest, go get you gone. 
And join both her and mm a 
But ne'er hereafter let me take you 
With wanton love-tricks, lest I make you 
Example to all stone-priests ever, 
To deal with other men's loves never. 

Sho. Valele voa, and God bless me. 



devil," U a proTerbia] phrafie. See [HailiU's "Provetbn," 
1809, p. 176.] So SWpliario, ia the "Tuia])uil,''u:t li. nc 2, 
Htludin); lo this proverb, hsjb, " 1'hl> ia a devil, and no 
monster-. I will leave him; I have no long tpooa." See 
also " Comeclj of Errois," acl iv. to. 3, and Chaucer's 
■■ Squier'a Talfl," v. lOBiU— 
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AikI rid me from bis compauj' I 
Come, Orim, I'll join you hand in band, 
Id sacred wedloi.'k's holy band. 
1 will no more a-nutting; go, 
That journey caused all tbis woe. 

Grih. Come, let's to band in band quickly. 
Master Robert, you were ever ono of the honestest 
merry devils tli&t ever I saw. 

Joan, Sweet Grim, and if thou lovest me, let's 
away. 

Grim. Nay, now, Joan, I spy a hole in your 
coat i if you cannot endure the devil, you'll never 
love the collier. Why, we two are Bwom brothera. 
You shall see mo talk with bim even as familiarly 
as if I sbouM parbreak ' my mind and my whole 
stomach upon thee. 

JoAN. I prythee, do not. Grim. 
Grim, Who 1 not 1 ! O Lord, Master Robert 
Goodfellow, I have a poor cottage al home, 
whither Joan and I will jog us merrily. We will 
make you no stranger, if you come thither. You 
shall be used as devilishly as you would wish, 
i' faith. There is never a time my cart cometh 
from London, but the collier bringeth a goose in 
his sack, and that, with the giblets thereof, is at 
your service. 

Rob. This is more kindness, Grim, than I ex- 
pected. 

Griu. Nay, sir, if you coniu home, you shall 
find it true, 1 warrant you. All my whole family 

' [To vomit. One of tba jeaW of Scogin relaiee how thai 
cslebnited individual "told hin wife he hud parbmted a 
crow" — & Blorf wliich occurs in ihe "Kniglit of [he Tour- 
Undry-' (Wrighl'a edit,, p. 90). See »Uo Frj's "Bjbl. 
Memorsnda," ISlfl, p. 337. A note in edition 1625 ur« :] 
This ia ■ word whicli I >ppraheDil i« verj aeldom found in 
writers BuhaequeDt Ut the ;e*r lAon. It is lusd b; Skclton, 
tuiil ■ometLines by Speiuer. See 'I'udd'r " JahuBoa'i Diet." 
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shall be at your devilahip'a pleasure, except my 
poor Joau here, and she is my own proper night- 
gear. 

Rob. Gramercies, but away in haste ; 
The night is almost spent and pass'd. 

Grim. God l>e with yon, sir ; I'D make as much 
haste about it as may be ; for, and that were once 
done, I would begin a new piece of work with you, 
Joan. [Exeimt all but ROBIN. 

Rob. Now joy betide this merry mom, 
And keep Grim's forehead from the horn : 
For Robin bids his last adieu 
To Grim and all the rest of you. [A'j-i( Robin. 

EaUr Clinton alone. 

Clin. Bright Lucifer, go couch thee in the 
clouds, 
And let this morning prove as dark as night ! 
That I unseen may bring to happy end 
The doctor's murder, which I do Intend. 
'Tis early yet : he is not so soon stirring. 
But stir he ne'er so soon, so soon he dies. 
I'll walk along before the palace gate ; 
Then shall I know how near it is to-day. 
He shall have no means to escape away. 

[Exit Clinton. 

Enter CaSTILIANO. 
Cas. My trunk's broke oi>en, and my jewels 

My gold and treasure stol'n : my house despoii'd 
Of all my furniture, and nothing left ! 
No, not my wife, for she is stol'n away : 
But she hath pepper'd me, I feel it work — 
My teeth are looaen'd, and my belly swell'd: 
My entrails bum with such distemper'd heat, 
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I That well I know my dame hftth poisonM me : 
' When ahe spoke fairest, thee she did this act. 
When I have spoken all I caa imagine, 
I cannot utter half that she istenda ; 
She makes as little poisoning of a man, 
' As to carouse ; I feel that this is trae. 



Ealcr Olinton. 

Nay, now I know too much of womankind. 
'Zounds, hero's th« captain : what should he make 

here 
With his sword di'awn 1 there's yet more villaiiy. 

Ci.iN. The morning is far spent; but yet be 
comes not. 
1 wonder Marian sends him not abroad. 
Well, doctor, linger time, and linger life ; 
For long thou sbalt not breathe upon the earth. 

Cas. No, no, I will not live amongst ye long : 
Is it for me thou wait'st, thou bloody wretch I 
Her poison hath prevented thee in murther. 

Eater &AHL MORGAN, St DuNSTAN uritk HONORCA. 
fainting, mid MARIAN. 

Now here be they suppose Earl Lacy dead. 
See how this lady grieveth for that she wishetb. 

DtTN. My Lord of London, by his sudden death, 
And all the signs before his late departure, 
'Tis very probable that he is poiaon'd. 

Mar. Do you but doubt it ? credit me, my lord. 
I heard him say that drink should be his last : 
I heard my husband speak it, and he did it. 

C!as. There is my old friend, she always speaks 

shameless creature, was't not thy device j 

MOR. Let not extremity of grief o'erwhelra then. 
My dearest Honorea ; for his death shall be 
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Surely reveng'd with ail severity 
Upon the doctor, and that suddenly. 

Clin. What fortune's this, that nil these come 
this way 
To hinder me, and save thy life to-day 1 

Hon. My gracious lord, this doleful accident 
Hath robb'd me of my joy : and, royal earl, 
Though in thy life thou didst suspect my love, 
My grief and tears suspicions shall remove. 

Mar. Madam, to you and to your father's 
love 
I owe as much and more than my own life. 
Had I ten husbands should ^ee to do it, 
My gracious lord, you presently should know it. 

Cas. Ay, there s a girl I think you I did not 
well. 
To live witli such a wife, to come from hell. 

Uaji. Look, look, my lord, there stands the 
murderer ! 

Cas. How am I round beset on every side I 
First, that same captain here stands to kill me ; 
My dame she hath already poisoned me ; 
E^I Moi^an he doth tiireaten present death ; i 
The Countess Honorea, in revenge i 

Of Lacy, is extremely inccns'd 'gainst me. \ 

All threaten — none shall do it; for my date | 
Is now expired, and I must back to hell. 
And now, my servant, wheresoe'er thou be. 
Come quickly, Akercock, and follow me. 
Lordings, adieu, and my curs'd wife, farewell, 
If me ye seek, come follow me to hell. 

S/ie ground opens, and they both /all ' down into it. 
OR. The earth that opened now is cWd 
again. 
DUK. It is God's judgment for his grievous ains. 



ideull; disappean 
3a 



' [Old copy, he fall*; Lut Akercock c 
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Clin. Was ttiere a quagmire, that he sank so 

Hon. O miracle ! now may we justly say. 
Heavens iiave revoiigd my hugband's death this 
day. 
Mob, Alas, poor Marian I we have wrong'd thee 
much 
To cause tiiee match thyself to any such. 

Mail Nay, let him go, and sink into the 
ground ; 
For Bucli as he are better lost than found. 
Now, Honorea, we are freed from blnme, 
And both enrich'd with happy widow's name.' 

Enirr Earl Lacy, with FoRKEST and MusgraVK. 

Lacy. 0, lead me quickly to that mourning 

train, 
Which weep for me, who am reviv'd again, 

Hon. Marian, I shed some tears of perfect grief. 

[She/alUth into a swoon. 

MoR. Do not my eyes deceive me I liveth my 

sonl 
Lacy. My lord and father, both alive aiid well, 
Recover'd of my weakness. Where's my wife 1 

Mar, Here is my lady, your beloved wife, 
Half dead to hear of your nulimely end. 

Lacy. Look ou me, Honorea ; see thy lord ; 
I am not dead, but live to love thee still. 

Dun. 'Tis God disposeth all things, as he will : 
He raiseth those the wicked wish to fall. 

Clin. 'Zounds, I still watch on this enclosed 
ground ; 
For if he rise again, I'll murder him. 

Hon. My lord, my tongue's not able to report 
Those joys my heart conceives to see thee live. 



' [Old copy, nnmr..] 
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Dun. Give God the glory : he recovered thee, 
And wrought this judgment on that cursed man, 
That set debate and strife among je all. 

MoR. My lord, our eyes have aeen a miracle, 
Which after ages ever shall admire. 
The Spanish doctor, standing here before na. 
Is sunk into tlie bowels of the earth, 
Ending hia vile life by a viler death. 

Lacy. But, gentle Marian, I bewail thy loss, 
That wert maid, wife, and widow, all so soon. 

Mar. "Tie your recovery that joys me more. 
Than grief can touch me for the doctor's death. 
He never lov'd me whilst he liv'd with me, 
Therefore the lesa 1 mourn his tragedy. 

MOR. Henceforth well strictlier look to stran- 
gers' lives, 
How they shall marry any English wives. 
Now all men shall record this fatal day ; 
Lacy revived, the doctor sunk in clay. 

tTlie trampeti sound, exeunt (unites nui DUNSTAN. 
>UN. Now is Earl Lac/s house fill'd full of joy. 
He and his lady wholly reconcil'd. 
Their jars all ended : those, that were like men 
Transformed, tum'd unto their shapes again. 
Aiid, gentlemen, before we make an end, 
A little longer yet your patience lend. 
That in your friendly censures you may see 
What the infernal synod ilo decree ; 
And after judge, if we deserve to name 
This play of ours, TIte devil and hit t/ame. [Exil. 



It tkuniien and liffhlnelh. Unter Pldto, Minos, 
JE/lCVB, Rhadamanthub, teilh Fury biiKging 
in Malbecco's ffAwt. 

Flu. Minos, is this the day he should return, 
And bring us tidings of his twelvemonth spent t 
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Enter Belphegor, liJce a devil, un'di Itvnit on hit 
head, and Akercock. 

MiN. It is, great king, and here Belphegor 
cornea. 

Plu. His visage is more ghastly than 'twas wont. 
What ornamunta are those upon his head ? 

Bel. Hell, I salute thee 1 now I feel myself 
Kid of a thousand torments. vile earth. 
Worse for ua devils than hell itself for men ! 
Dread Pluto, hear thy subject's just complaint 

[Belphegor haeeleth to Plui 
Proceeding &om the anguish of my souL 
O, never send me more into the earth ! 
For there dwells dread and horror more than bere^ J 

Plu. Stand forth, Belphegor, and report tJieJ 
truth 
Of all things have betide thee in the world. 

Bel. When first, great king, I came into tin 
earth, 
I chose a wife both young and beautiful. 
The only daughter to a noble earl ; 
But when the night come that I should her be<l, 
I found another laid there in her stead : 
And in the morning when I found the change, 
Though I denied her, I was forc'd to take her. 
With her I liv'd in such a mild estate, 
Us'd her still kindly, loVd her tenderly; 
Which she requited with such light regard, 
So loose demeanour, and dishonest life. 
That she was each man's whore, that was my wifo, J 
No hours hut gallauts fiock'd unto my house, 
Such as she fancied for her loathsome lust, 
With whom, before my face, she did not spare 
To play the strumpet Yea, and more tlian this, 
She made my house a stew for all resorts, 
Herself a bawd to othei's' tilthiness : 
Which, if I once began hut to reprove, 
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0, then, her tongue was worse than all the rest ! 

No ears with patience would endure to hear her, 

Nor would she ever cease, till I subniit[ted] : 

And then ehe'd speak me fair, but wish me dead. 

A hundred drifts she laid to cut roe off. 

Still drawing roe to dangers of my life. 

And now, my twelvemonth being near expir'd, 

She poison'd me ; and least that means should fail, 

She entic'd a captain to 've murdered me. 

In brief, whatever tongue can tell of ill. 

All that may well be spoken of my dame. 

Aker. Poor Akercock was fain to fly her sight, 
For never an hour but she laid on me ; | 

Her tongue and iist walked all so nimbly. 

Pld. Doth then, Belphegor, this report of thine 
Against all women hold in generall 

Bel. Not so, great prince ; for, as 'mongst other 
creatures, 
Under that sex are mingled good and bad. 
There are some women virtuouB, chaste, and true ; 
And to all those the devil will give their due. 
But, 0, my dame, bom for a scourge ' to man ! 
For no mortality [I] would endure that, 
Which she a thousand times hath offered me. /; 

Plu. But what new shapes are those upon thyi' 
head 1 

BkLi These are the ancient arms of cnckoldry, 
And these my dame hath kindly left to me ; 
For- which Belphegor shall be here derided, 
Unless your great infernal majesty 
Do solemnly proclaim, no devil shall scorn 
Hereafter still to wear the goodly horn. 

Pld. This for thy service I will grant thee , 
fr«ely : 
All devils shall, as thon dost, like horns wear, 
And none shall scorn fielphegor's arms to bear. 

' [OU copy, ii/iig. ] 
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And now, Malbecco, huar thy latest doom. 

Since that thy first reports are justified 

By after-proofe, and women's looseness knomi. 

One plague more will I send upon the earth t 

Thou ahait assume a light and fiery shape. 

And Bo for ever live within the world ; 

Dive into women's thoughts, into men's hearts ; 

Raise up false rumours and suspicious fears ; 

Put strange inventions into each man's mind ; 

And for these actions they shall always call thee 

By no name else but fearful Jealousy. 

Go, Jealousy, begone ; thou bast thy charge ; 

Go, range ^mut the world that is so larga 

And now, for joy Belphegor in retum'd. 

The furies sfafdl their tortures cast away, 

And all hell o'er we'll make it holiday. 

[It ihundtrtlh and lighlneth. Exeunt omiien. 
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